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merit, but that of being addreſſed to 


your Lordſhip, by prefixing to it a name 
already fure of immortality. _ 


Should your Lordſhip find this Poem 
animated by the leaft ſpark of epic 

fire, it is owing to the greatneſs of your 
own exploits, and of thoſe of your 7 
ceaſed General, which infpired it, ſhould 
it have none. All I aſk is, that the good. 
neſs of my intentions may be admitted, 
as ſome palliation for its defects. How- 
ever, let the future fortune of the pro. 
duction be what it may, I ſhall never 


HENRY MURPHY. 


PREFACE. 


PREFACE. 


E RE 1 expoſe the following ſheets to the 
cenſures of a hard judging world, I think my- 
ſelf bound to fay fomething in defence of the 
raſhneſs which firſt engaged me in fo vaſt an 
undertaking ; as alſo to offer ſomething in way 
of palliation for the faults with which, beyond 
all doubt, it abounds. An activity of mind, 
which is ever a foe to a ſtate of indolence, firit 
diſcovered to me the weariſomeneſs of the ſitu- 
ation in which fate has placed me; and this 
fame activity foon prompted me to ſeck for 
ſome avocation, which might ſerve to baniſh 
that gloomy melancholy which Nature feems to 
TO On cg 
this ſituation. Such a ſearch, ia ſuch circu 

ſtances as mine, the reader may well ſuppoſe 
muſt have been attended with no inconſiderable 
difficulties : the event was as might have been 
expected. After having ſent all my thoughts 
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71 PREFACE 


out on the purſuit, and after they bad all re 


turned without ſucceſs, I was at length con- 


ſtrained by neceffiry to take up with that em- 
ployment, which is ever the reſource of the 


unqualified for more vigorous avocations, 


namely, that of rhyming ; an employment 
which experience ſoon informed me was the 
one of all others molt levelled to my abi.ities, 


| ben ibn L—2þ| 


an is uld hs bites = thy ah, the 


accident, importunity, or ſome other prevalent 


| after expoſed them to the inſpection of a few 


friends. Whatever I may have in future, I bad 
then no cauſe to regret this ſtep. My little per- 


2 
neftion they had bur few, 1 


never fail to excite in young minds, it is natu- 


ral to ſuppoſe I was not long in concluding 


mptelf a perſon whom Heaven had defigned for 


fortterfing more than the "circumſtances of my 
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P RA EF ACE. in 
fituation ſeemed at that time to indicate. I 
will confeſs my weakneſs ; I thought my friends 
would not deceive me, and of courſe I took it 
for granted that Nature had endowed me with 
OO Ny > Of Ong» 
_ Som dicks, 1 was abeady chile to planks hoſe 
whom I conſidered as conſummate judges.— 
I caſt my thoughts about to find a ſubject wor- 
R cm of oy Is, 9 
S 
er ee nee 


rere 
vered to me the folly of the undertating, and 
now induces me to acknowledge it, did not 
then compel me to abandon a deſign of which 
even I myſelf dreaded the event. Perhaps the 
world may fay, and fay with juſtice, that an 
epic poem was an undertaking fit only. for an 
approved genius, one whoſe works had been 
og waned. with che ropes L 
cefſes great things might be expefted. To all 
e 8 = 


theſe objections I cannot but aſſent, and yet 1 
truſt J have ſtill ſomething to ſay in defence of 
During the time I had the choice of a ſubject : 


it compoſe with energy, inſtantly marked him 
for the hero of my intended performance. in 


the firſt fallies of this enthufiaſm, I laid the 
plan of an epic poem, publithed propoſals, and 
promiſed it to the public in the very form in 
which I now fend it forth; nor did the diſpro- 
manifeſt itſelf, until it was too late to recede. 
Perhaps the world may here cry out, it could 
never be too late to recede; perhaps it may 
fay, it were better to have receded on the very 
_ eve of publication, than to peſter the public 
with a production fo puerile and fo crude, that 
even the partiality of the author could not 
avoid trembling for its ſucces. But ſhould 
fach be the ſentiments of the world, its ſenti- 
ments 


PREFACE. = 
ments differ widely from mine ; high as I prize 
my fame, I praiſe the ſanity of my word ſtill 
of levity, by ſuppreſſing the publication of a 

work which I had folemnly engaged to publiſh, 
I would willingly forfeit all the little hopes 
© which I yet have of one day writing with ſuc- 
from the pen of a ballad-monger. Thus, in a 
manner, compelled to drudge on in the hope- 
for me, I now reſolved to finiſh the work with 
all poſſible expedition, and to leave the reſt to 
fortune. In the proſecution of this my inten- 
tion, I was conſiderably affiſted by my brother- 
in-law, Mr. Abraham Newland, whoſe gene- 
both my amanuenſis and reviſer; and to him 
mn rnd) arcogil 
was dave demattc the wack to the ve; of 
publication; and, contrary to my moſt fan- 
guine hopes, the few ſpecimens that, fince its 
committal to preſs, have been diſtributed among 
an approbation which pleaſes me the more, as 
b ſome 


oh ac 
ſome friendly cenſures with which they have ac- 
companied it, have given it the ſtamp of impar- 
tiality, as to its faults, which even ſelf-love cannot 
but allow: I think, to the reflection of a con- 
ſiderate reader, there muſt of themſelves riſe up 
many excuſes in their behalf. The diſadvan- 
tages of the author's ſituation, which muſt ine- 
rial benefits of educatic n; his total ignorance 
of the rules of modern m 


K | 
faction, are ſure moſt powerful advocates. Now 
to you, ye fage cenſors of literature, you who 
have erected yourſelves into a kind of ariſto- 
cratic republic, puniſhing thoſe who dare to 
offend againft the majeſty of your laws, by the 
ſeverity of your cenſures, while you laviſh on 
their ſtrict obſervers the rewards of your ap- 
plauſc; to you, I fay, before I take a final 
leave, do I intend to offer up a ſhort addreſs, 
intent to ſcoff at your authority and ſet your 
power at defiance, but rather, like a penitent 


offender. 
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oſfender, pleading guilty, and relying on your 
mercy for forgiveneſs : let me then taſte the 
ſweet influence of this mercy, nor cruſh by the 
rigour of your juſtice the feeble efforts of one 
who, though he ſhould never have capability 
to produce any thing to benefit mankind, ſhall 
at leaſt never attempt any thing that may tend 
to their prejudice. But ſhould the impulſe of 
your philanthropy be fo ſtrong as to lay you 
under an indiſpenſable neceſſity of diſcovering 
to me the faults into which I have fallen, Let- 
cannot fail of anſwering all the purpoſes of this 
ing the illiterate part of mankind with weapons 
have ſupplied them, and which they would ne- 
you might have intended in an epiſtolatory con- 
veyance. You may, like'kind preceptors, point 
out all the errors that have eſcaped my obſer- 
Þ placed. tungtrruc ug; ard 


prove. mee what move could you 
perform? But while I think to eſcape the im- 


Putation of vanity, by thus beſeeching the cri- 
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tic world to look with an eye of compaſſion on 


my faults, perhaps theſe critics may be of opi- 
nion that I incur this very imputation, by hav- 
ing the preſumption to think a work fo imper- 


fect as mine worthy even of their cenfures.— 


Should this be a crime, it is a crime that ought 


rather to be laid at the door of the partial 


friends, who have flattered me into ſuch a be- 
lief, than at mine: they told me it had ſome 
merit ; and it is not in the nature of felf-love 
to diſcredit fo agreeable an affertion. How- 
ever, with all its faults, I now finally commir 


it to the mercy of the public in general, and of 
you, ye ſage cenſors of literature, in particular, 


promiſing that, ſhould my firſt performance be 
helped forward by the leaſt ſpark of your indul- 
gence, I will, in ſome future period, when I am 
to produce ſomething more worthy your inſpec- 


tion; and beſeeching that, when you are about 


to paſs ſentence on this production, you will 
remember that on that ſentence depends the hap- 
pineſs, fame, and future fortune of one whoſe 
truggles againſt the ſeverity of his fate, are at 
leaſt intitled to ſome reſpect. Should you 
ſmile, it is poſſible I may riſe, but by your 
frown I mutt inevitably fall. 


* 

= 

£ 
3 


AR GUM E N 1. 


BOOK THE FIRST. 


ArrzR the uſual invocation of the Muſes, the 
| ſcene opens in the ethereal regions the Deity, ſeated 
on his throne, takes a ſurvey of the {tate of our nether 
world ;—he fees many of its empires, particularly 
Great-Britain and France, involved in a dreadful war; 
he enters into a conference with his Son to deter- 
mine which of the belligerent powers is beſt intitled 
to Divine Aſſiſtance the election falls on Great- 
Britain ;—the angel Raphael is liſpa ne to inſpire 
Pitt, prime miniſter of England, with the reſolution 
of appointing General Wolfe to the command of the 
army deſtined for America; — Raphael arrives at Lon- 
don ʒ— he holds a diſcourſe with Freedom, Pitt's guar- 
dian goddeſs, on the virtues and abilities of that ſtateſ- 
man ;—he then executes his commiſſion, and returns 
up to Heaven; Pitt haſtens into the preſence of the 
King ;—he ſolicits him to appoint Wolfe to the com- 
mand of the army deſtined for Quebec ;—the Mo- 

narch 


2 ARGUMENT. 


narch conſents — flateſman, returning home, meets 


General Wolfe, and acquaints him with his ſucceſs ;— | 


he imparts to him ſome advice on the conduct neceſ- 
fary to be purſued in his new office ;—Wolfe hurries 
from the preſence of the miniſter, and flies to take 
leave of his aged mother ;—he then bids a laſt adieu 
to his intended bride, and ſets forward for America. 


BOOK THE SECOND. 


THIS Book opens with ſome reſlections on the 
fingularity of the Author's ſituation it then pro- 


cceds to relate the arrival of the Britiſh armament in 


the river St. Laurence the fortreſs of Quebec and 
the adjacent country deſcribed ;—the Engliſh forces 
difembark on the iſle of Orleans; —a catalogue of them 
is given, as well as of thoſe of France; the Britiſh 

offcers meet in council; they reſolve to attack Point 


Moncton is appointed to the command of this expe- 


dition ;—he makes himſelf maſter of the place by ſur- 


prize j batteries are erected on the heights of Point + 


Levy, in order to bombard Quebec ;—after a long 
2d terrible cannonade, the town is almoſt entirely laid 
in aſhes ;—the French make an unſucceſsful attempt 
to diſtodge Brigadier MonCton ;—Gen. Wolfe, after a 
long harangue to his army, in which he endeavours to 

impreſs 
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impreſs them with a ſtrong fenſe of the importance of 
the expedition in which they are embarked, conducts 
them from the iſle of Orleans to the continent on the 
north fide of the river St. Laurence ;—a ſkirmiſh en- 
ſues between a party of Britiſh rangers and a body of 
Indians, auxiliaries to the French army ;—the Britiſh 
commander makes uſe of a variety of ſtratagems, in 
order to decoy the French army from the heights of 
 Mount-morency, where they are encamped, but with- 
out effect ;—he calls a councit of his principa 

jn which i 6 determined to attack the enemy in their 
92 


BOOK THE THIRD. 


GENERAL WOLFE embarks thirteen compa- 
nies of Grenadiers and a detachment of the Royal 
Americans on a number of boats, in order to attack 
the front of the enemy's atrenchments z—4 deſcrip- 
_ wat... ede French army at the com- 
encement of the battle ;—the boats, under cover of 
Siva fleet, ſet forward for the place of 
teſtination ;—the French from all their lines oppoſe 
them by a tremendous diſcharge of artillery, yet, 
rough the marvellous conduct f their genera, 4 
ee r al- 
lowing 
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ing themſelves time to draw up in order of battle, 
they ruſh on to the aſſault, but through their headlong 


impetuoſity, meet with a terrible repulfe ;—juſt at 


that moment a general and terrific diſcharge of artil- 


lery commences on all ſides;— Wolfe, in front of all 


the enemy's fire, flies from rank to rank, uſing every 
endeavour to rally his ſhattered ſquadrons; — he at 
length once more reſtores them to order; but juſt as 
they are about to renew the attack, the ſudden rife 
of a violent tempeſt, joined to the approach of night, 


obliges them to retire eee eee. ſtung by che 


bitterneſs of difappointment, and overwhelmed by a 
. i Kan te cs 
fever, from which he is with difficulty recovered ;— 

Montcalm, difconcerted by the unexpectedneſs of his 


poſe ke ſuboras a creature of his own, named Ver- 


- donx, and Satagus, an Indian chief, who ſerved as 
an auxiliary in the French army ;—Verdonx attempts 
to execute his barbarous commiſſion, but is prevented 
in the moment of the attempt by the generoſity of 


rough an ill-timed compaſſion, 
not only pardons Verdonx, but diſmiſſes him with 


marks of kindneſs ;—Satagus, enraged at the folly of 
uch a ſtep, is alſo about to retire, but at length, with 
Freat reluctance, ſuſſers himſelf to be prevailed on to 
attend the general to his camp; —here Wolfe endea- 


— ̃ — deferives. the 


tory of the Britiſh empire, fince its foundation; — he 


ARGUMEN r. xiii 


variety of ſufferings to which his country had been 
expoſed, through the cruelty of the Europeans ;—he 
gives a detail of fome of his misfortunes, . particularly 
of the captivity of his wife and children by the Eng- 
liſh, during his abſence on a hunting party ;—he ac- 
counts for the rife of the war in 1755, and gives a 
DET WS TREteD actins Gat GREATS Ws Uaap- 
2. — — rn eme 


BOOK THE FOURTH. 

THE two friends till continue their diſcourſe ;— 
Satagus, at the requeſt of Wolfe, explains the nature 
of the Indian religion, and enters into a detail of the 
virtues and principal military exploits of Sir William 
Johnſon ;—Wolfe, in his turn, gives a ſuccinct hif- 


aſcribes the eternal enmity betwixt France and Eng- 


land to three great cauſes, namely, the Norman Con- 


queſt, the Reformation, and the vicinity of the French 
gratify the curioſity of Satagus, he next accounts for 


to which they may be applied; —he then relates the 
manner in which America was firſt diſcovered by Co- 
Th lumbus; 
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lumbus; the conqueſt of Mexico by Cortes, and the 
barbarities exerciſed by him in that empire; the con- 
queſt of Peru by Pizaro; and the ſettlement of the 
Portugueſe, French and Engliſh in America. 


BOOK THE FIFTH. 


GENERAL WOLFE commiſſions Leſter, one of 
the officers of his army, to go in queſt of Tamina, 
wife to Satagus ;—he calls a general aſſembly of the 
principal commanders, as well of the army as the 
navy ;—he declares to them his intention of attempt- 
ing, by ſurpriſe, the heights which command Que- 
bec to this propoſal all afſent ;—the council breaks 
up ;—the Britiſh army draws off from the north fide 
of the river St. Laurence, paſſes that river, and en- 
camps near Point Levy ;—Leſter, proceeding on his 
intended expedition, arrives at Nova Scotia, and there 
vers her to be the perſon of whom he is in queſt, 
and prevails on her to attend him to the Britiſh camp, 
without acquainting her with her good fortune ;—ſhe 
meets with Satagus ;—their meeting deſcribed ;—Ge- 
neral Wolfe, in the dead the night, embarks his 

army from Point Levy, and by ſurpriſe makes himſelf 

maſter of the heights of Abram ;—he there draws up 
is troops in order of battle; their order deſcribed ;— 
— | he 
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ation, and the neceſſity there is for the utmoſt exer- 
tions of their valour ;—he has a diſcourſe with Bri- 
gadier Moncton, on the conduct he intends to purſue 
during the continuance of the conflift ;—the proceed- 
ings of the French, previous to the landing of tte 
_ Engliſh army, are next related their generals meet 
in council; a violent debate enſues betwixt Mont- 
calm and Vaudreuil, his fecond in command ;—the 
council breaks up in diſorder ;—Montcalm retires to 
reſt, but is ſoon rouſed by a report, that the Engliſh 
the town z—at firſt he treats the report with con- 
tempt, but on being convinced of its authenticity, 
pours from his camp with all his army, mounts up 
the heights, and draws up his troops in battle array. 


BOOK THE SIXTH. 


THE two armies join battle in a moment ;—the 
Britons, by the ſuperiority of their fire, throw the 
French into confuſion, and oblige them to give ground; 
— Montcalm, enraged at their cowardice, flies from 
rank to rank, compels his ſhattered ſquadrons to rally, 
and once more leads them to the charge; — the fight 
recommences with redoubled fury ;—the French right, 
led by Vaudreuil, by the redundancy of their num- 

C 2 bers 
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bers furround the Britiſh left, and ſcem on the point 
of cutting them to pieces; Howe, who had taken poſt 
ger of his friends, fallies forth, charges the enemy in 
the rear, breaks their lines, and drives them off the 
ficld with a terrible flaughter ;—thrice do the French 
make the fame attempt, and thrice are they repulſed 
with like confu6on ;—Satagus and Tamina mean time, 
icfivered from the obſervation of the Britiſh army, re- 
tire to reſt beneath the ſhelter of a growth of poplars 3 
Tamina,in her firep, is allifted with rightful dreams; 
ſhe awakes, and relates them to Satagus ;j—while Sata- 
gas ivendearouring w allay her terror, the thundersof 
the battle are heard to commence, whereupon he inſtant- 
Iy breaks from her arms to join the fight ;—Montcalm 
courſe with Verdonx on the prodigies of the Engliſh va- 
tour 5—Verdonx, by his command, advances with his 
corps-de-referve to the ſupport of the French lines; 
both Is harangue their armies ;—both armies 
charge with bayonets; and after ſeveral tremend- 
ous ſhocks, that of France is entirely broken. 


BOOK THE SEVENTH. 
MONTCALM, almot driven to madneſs by this * 
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compel the rally of his ſquadrons ; Wolſe ſtill drives 
that all was loſt, ruſhes into the midſt of the enemy's. 
army in queſt of their general they meet, they Gght, 
to conceal ;—he makes a ſpeech to Satagus, expreſſive 
of his contempt of death and his attachment to the 
from the hand of Verdonx, and is carried ſenſeleſs 
prized of the fate of his general, ruſhes forward in 
purſuit of revenge, but ſoon ſharing the ſame fate, is 
rendered incapable of command ;—the command de- 
volves on Brigadier Townſhend; he inſpirits the troops, 
and once more routs the French army, which had 
rallied during the confuſion conſequent to the fall of 
General Wolfe — the French right wing, in hurrying 
to their camp, are almoſt entirely deſtroyed,. part by 
Charles ;—the left and centre make another ineffectual 
ſtand in a wood, but are inſtantly broken, and driven 
ance for the fall of his chief, purſues and kills Ver- 
dans claſe by the gf Quebee, but is bieaeif fam: 
NE to rejoin Es victory 
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being now exticel lete, Brigadier MonCton goes 
in queſt of his wounded general ;—he arrives at the 
place where he had lain fince his conveyance from 
the field of battle, juſt as he expired ;—the marvellous 
manner of his death, and the effeft it produced on 


BOOK THE EIGHTH. 


WOLFE, foul, as ſoon as delivered from its mor- 
tal ſhackles, is conducted by an angel up to the ethe- 
real regions ;—he is there received with the acclama- 
tions of all the heavenly hoſts, and declared worthy 
to enter into their bliſs ;—God, to allay his anxious 
apprehenſions for the fate of his native country, gives 
him an inſight into futurity; he ſhews him the prin- 
cipal events that relate to the futute fortune of Great- 
Britain, the exploits of Admiral Hawke, General 
Amherſt, the Marquis of Granby, and Sir George 
of the virtues of the king deftined to fucceed the then 
_ r-1gning monarch, the bleſſed ſtate of the ſhades of 
juſt poets in the celeſtial realms, the ſtate of their 
critic adverſaries; and acquaints kim how the fitua- 
tion of all departed fouls are in ſome way congenial 
to their purſuits on earth. After this long digreſſion 
the ſcene c2ce more opens in the vicinity of Quebec. 


ARGUMEN x. xix 
Tamina, haſtening to the field of battle in queſt of 
Satagus, finds him flain, and ſtabs herſelf in the firſt 
fallies of her deſpair ;—Townſhend begins the inveſt- | 
ment of Quebec, but before the batteries have time 
to open on the town, ſtruck with the terror of his 
preparations, it capitulates ; the humanity of Gene- 


ral Townſhend's conduct in the proceedings conſequent 


to the furrender ;—the news of the conqueſt of Que- 
bec and the death of General Wolfe arrives in Eng- 
pieces of intelligence on the King, and Mr. Pitt in 
particular, and on the nation in general ;—the man- 
ner of its reception by General Wolfc's mother and 
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Sm, — Muſe, how Britain' s hund ring arms, 


BOOK THE FIRST. 


Wide thro” the earth ſpread round their dire alarms ; 
How to Quebec ſhe fent her conqu'ring train, 
And there for ever cruſh'd the Gallic reign : 

How Woalle aroſe, call forth at Heaven's command, 
To povr her fury on the guilty land, 

Still curs'd Ambition's conſtant foe to prove, 

But foſter Virtue with paternal love; 
Then, if thy voice, can reach the mournful theme, 
Sing his laſt triumph in the fields of fame, 
Sing how keen ardour urg'd his foul to dare 
The flaming terrors of deſtructive war, 
Hurried by glory onward how he drove, 
While wond' ring angels view'd him from above; 
Till Death's dim curtain ſeal'd his cloſing eyes, 
And fuatch'd his bright perfections to the ſkies.” 
0 * 8 But 
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But firſt, oh heavenly Maid, whoſe boundleſs eye 
Sees, at one glance, thro? all eternity, 
Invok d, proclaim, v cauſe, what hand divine 
in Pitt s great ſoul, inſpir'd the vaſt defign 
What time his care had cruſh'd foul faction's band, 
For civil difcord, long with wild uproar, 
Had breath'd loud tumult round the ſtruggling ſhore ; 
Long had foul faftion ſhook the tott᷑ ring ſtate, 
And plung' her jarring ſons in dire debate; 
Long had vile ſtateſmen, blind to Nature's laws, 
For ſelſiſh ends, betray'd the public cauſe ; 
Long had their wiles the ſceds of diſcord fown, 
And plung d, in endleſs broils, the guiltleſs throne. 
Then was the land hem'd round with dire alarms, | 
Then did difgrace o'ertake the Britiſh arms, 
Thick on all Gdes her foes with fury ſpread, 
Before their wrath her trembling armies fled; 
Wide thro” the earth their conqu'ring rage they bore, 
With gen'rous care, to footh his country's woes, 
Reviving virtue wak'd at his command, 
And calf the monarch's virtues into light; 
Filfd with new ſtrength, then all the realm took fire, 
Fierct, on the foe, the ſprung with kindling ire. 
| | On 
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On every fide ſhe cruſh'd the ſons of Gaul, 
And in one gen ral rout involv'd them all; 
Wide, thro? the globe, her thiwifring arms reſound, 
Dreadful they rage oer all the world around: 
Thro' earth's extremes her conquering navies roll, 
And ſtretch her tow'ring fame from pole.to pole. 
Hence learn, Britannia, learn, from hence, no more, 
e 
Think how fierce Gaul o'erwhelm'd your troops in fight, 
When civil broils unnerv'd your tott'ring might; 
Then think how foon you cruſh'd ker dire alarms, 
When heav'nly union edg'd your conqu ring arms, 
Think with what joy proud Gallia's realm ſurveys, 
Around your throne the torch of diſcord blaze; 
Think when thy ſons by faction's pow'r o'erthrown, 
Beneath ſome tyrant's ſway ſhall helpleſs groan ;. 
Shall pond'rous fall in dire confuſion hurPd, 
And, in her fall, involve the tott'ring world ; 
How Gallic pride uncurb'd by Britiſh force, 
Will ſpurn all bounds, reſiſtleſs in her courſe, 
Bear down all laws, blot out fair Freedom's name, 
And quench, for ever, that ſeraphic flame. 
Then riſe, Britannia, riſe e er haughty Gaul 
Shall ftand exulting o'er thy dreadful fall ; 
Riſe e' er that day bids civil diſcord ceaſe, 
ENTS CO 
Then perch'd aloft, let all-aſpiring France 
Fierce, on thy ſhore, with barbarous rage advance, 

A 2 Let 


And ell with handring threats the paring form; 
Let falſe Batavia plodglWFfriendſhip's cloak, t 
And murder millions at an impious ſtroke ; 
Shall bid defiance to the world combin'd. 
And gilds, with orient beams, the ſouthern fields, 
Hear'n's God, encircled with eternal light, 
Bends, to creation's works, his awful eye ; 
Thro' Heav'n's expanſion wide his glory ſpread; 
Vaſt tides of glory roll around his head : 
Admiring angels, baſking in the blaze, 

Make Heav'n re-echo with eternal praiſe, 
While, en his right, in milder pomp ſhone forth, 
The bright efulgence of his offipring's worth ; 
Thro all his face according virtues ſhine, 


And gild with gentler rays the realms divine. 


Tlius high enthron'd above all heav'nly height, 
Thro' the vaſt univerſe he ſends his ſight, 

Where ſuns on ſuns in ſplendid order rife, . 
And pour refulgence thro' the glitt'ring ſkies; 

Far Oer the reſt in luſtre Phocbus ſhone, 

Six vivid planets roll around his throne, 
Which, from his influence, all their vigour claim, 
And drink exiſtence from his pregnant beam. 
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The Pow'r Supreme beholds, with haſty glance, 
Each ſtar that ſparkles thro the vaſt expanſe ; 
In fix'd attention hangs the thoughtful ſky ; 

And fighs in forrow for the blood we've ſpilt. 
| Now thro' the earth his awful fight he ſends, 
And all the ways of men attentive kens 
From clime to clime his ſearching eye-balls roll, 
And dart o'er every land from pole to pole. 

A dreadful landſcape ! big with human woes. - 
In threatning leagues, unnumber'd nations riſe: 
With thundering wrath from all the world around, 
Millions of troops move o'er the ſwarming ground, 
Whilſt, o'er the land, they drive their whelming force, 
What dreadful ſcenes attend their hideous courſe } - 
Here with wild rage loud conſlagrations roar, 
There boundleſs plains are'drown'd in tides of gore; 
lere tott'ring towns are loſt in ſeas of fire, 
There whelm'd in fight unnumber'd crowds expire; 
There deſolation, famine, fright, and fear; 
Whole groaning ſtates are wrapt in ruin round, 
While bello wing loud rolls on the hideous throng, 
And ſlay whole myriads as they move along 
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Involve frail mortals in the rage of fire, 
Then caſt a glance where Prufſia's mighty King, 
Thro all their rancour, borne on Virtue's wing, 
Aſcends unconquer'd, as the fearleſs ſhip 
Surmounts the fury of the thund'ring deep; 
Determin'd valour lightens in his eye, 
Unmix'd with oſtentation's gaudy die: 
Around his head the bean of glory plays, 
And Virtue's felf feems brighte 
Whilſt Fwarming foes roll round the towring tate, 
And o'er his head appears impending fate; 
Calm he prepares to brave their whirling fire, 
And ftands unmov'd collected in his ire; 
Thien like a tempeſt ruſhing on the foe, 
He claims due vengeance for his country's woe; 
And they, when vanquiſh'd, ceaſe the war to wage, 
In acts of peace, his mighty mind ſhines forth, 
With all the luſtre of a patriot's worth; 
Taught by his laws his ſubjects learn to prove 
The boundleſs bleſſings of a monarch's love, 
| The God beheld, with joy, his viſage glows, 
And all around a beamy luſtre throws; 


The 


278 


17 


The bright'ning Tagels catch the irrige, 


And heav'n ſeems darken'd in the dazzling blaze, 
Awhile he fits in contemplation drown'd, 
Far to the weſt, where tow'ring Andes rear 
Their bulk enormous thro? the heights of air, 
Their ſummits cover'd with eternal fnow, 

While ſcorching fervours wither all below. 

Next his great orbs, in fix'd attention, roll 

In doubtful conflict here unmov'd they ſtand, 
To ſhield from ruin an ungrateful land: 
And fearleſs toil thro” all the rage of fight: 

And helpleſs infants fall a tender prey; | 
Degen rate France, now bluſk to. own thy guilt, 
Start back in horrors at the blood thov'ſt ſpilt; 
And hear the orphan's unremitting cries? 
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And fill with horror all the groaning earth ? 
Yet dare to meet that juſt, that right'ous God, 
Who waves in terror his tremendous rod. 
High in his foul, foft tender pity roſe, | 
| Then a bright cloud rolls round his awful head, 
And thus, to earth's Redeemer, mild he faid : 
Led by the impulſe of eternal love, 
To mix thy effence with degen rate earth, 
And, from mere mortals, draw a mortal birth, 
With meck ſubmiſſion to reſign thy breath 
And fall a prey to all-devouring death, 
Wide gapes the wound! all nature loſt im night, 
Starts back in horror at the dreadful t; 
The growing fervour of thy Father's rage, 
That heav*nly vengeance, thus appeas'd in thee, 
Then oh, ye faints, ye heav'ns, ye pow'rs divine, 
Loops 4 cond age; eee, eee | 
Thro vaſt immenſity your voices raife, ; 
And give to matchleſs love unbounded praiſe. 


191 
But thou, oh man, rejoice o'cr all the reſt, 
Let this great truth for ever fill thy breaſt ; 
Let this great truth thy voice, thy thoughts employ, 
| Eternal ſubject of eternal joy, 
How Heav'n's firſt offspring quit the realms above, 
Led by the impulſe of eternal love, 
For thee partook of all the woes of earth, 
From mortal parents drew a mortal birth ; 
Laid down his life, bade Juſtice have her way, 
And ſnateh d thee tatt ring from perdition's fea ; 
Yet oh, my Son, behold this impious race, 
Still, to their heav'aly ſource, a dire diſgrace ; 
Behold them till, in ſpight of all thy care, 
Mean flaves to fin, to wrath, and foul deſpair ; 
And, fir d with frenzy, plunge in endleſs ſtrife; 
See ſome, on whom thy delegated ſway, 
To guide the vulgar to the realms of day, 
With luſtre ſhone, diſdain the pow'r that's giv'n, 
Aſſume that great prerogative of Heaven 
To pardon fins, diſpenſe with Nature's laws, 
| ObſtruCt her motions, and O er- rule her cauſe. 
Others, my Son, more impious ſtill behold, 
— Who, in thy name, purſue deſtructive gold, 
And diſtant nations, in thy name, enſlave, 


As if this, . pleaſure, could to thee afford, | 
And raiſe thy glory as it rais'd their hord: _ 
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In hiſſing lightnings, thro the flaming fey, 

At impious man? who dares deſtroy his race, 

And take confuſion when I profer'd peace; 

For hadſt thou ne'er deſcended from above, 

Led by the impulſe of external love, | 
een 
Such parts celeſtial with terreſtrial join'd, 

As thro life's maze might have inſur d their way, 

And ſquare their deeds dy virtue's ſacred fway. 
To ſhield my precepts from external foes ; 
A watchful guide, who, never lulF'd to reſt, 
Secures each paſſage to the human breaſt ; 
And when a foe portends - proaching harm, 

In quick ſenſations ſounds the loud alarm. 
Some ills there are, which human life annoy, 
Beneath the ſemblance of immediate joy, 
Theſe, moral inſtinct's watchful care, clude, 
And, cloth'd like virtues, on the mind intrude ; 

And ſhows deception in the face of day, 

And guards with ceaſeleſs care the human breaſt. 

Ungrateful man, thus does my goodneſs flow, 

Thus clear each point that thou ſhouldſt wiſh to know, | 

And yet ſo dim'd, by paſſion, is thy view, 
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Yes, heavenly offspring, vain is all thy care, | 
To baniſh vapours from their clouded air, 

Tho' ſenſe, tho reaſon, at my hand, were giv'n, 
To be the ſure unerring voice of Heav'n, 

Yet men there are, O hear, ye heav'nly pow'rs, 
Start back in horror all ye glitt ring towr's, 

Who, in deſpight of reafon's earneſt call, 

Of revelation, in deſpight of all 

Oh guilt, oh horror, who diſclaim a God. 
Then fay, vain man, nor ſoar on error's wing, 
Say could thy impious race from nothing ſpring 
Declare, eouldſt thou, with all thy boaſted worth, 
From non-exiſtence call exiſtence forth? 
Pride anſwers no—Then how, thou worſe than fool, 
Thou dupe of error, and thou drofs of ſchool, 
From ſhapeleſs voids could all theſe worlds arife, 
Which pour reſulgence thro” the glitt'ring ſkics ? 

If not aſſiſted by that heavenly hand 

Which crowns with plenty an ungrateful land. 
Then, O my Son, ſhould man, frail man, but prove 
The force of juſtice unappeas d by love, 

All would be then in dire confuſion hurF'd, 

And in one boundleſs ruin plung'd the world; 

But fince that juſtice is appeas'd in thee, 

And thro” thy favour man finds grace with me, 

Do thou declare of all this hapleſs race, 
Whoſe ſoul moſt opens to the ſceds of grace, 


Who 
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Who claims beſt title to the aid of Heav'n; 
To whom thy wiſh inclines this aid be given ; 
For what tho pride ufurps the human heart, 
And fimple nature feels the blight of art; 
Yet ſome there are in virtue's charms array d, 
As joſes ſpring beneath the bramble's ſhade.” 
He ſpoke, the ſkies in fix'd attention hung, 
Earth's great Redeemer heaves a pitying figh, 
And thus addrefs'd the Sov'reign of the ſky. 
O God, O Father, all thy anger's juſt, 
Great are the errors of theſe ſons of duſt, 
Many the crimes by which their guilty hands, 
Miſted by paſſion, break thy dread commands : 
Canſt fee that man, to err by nature prone, 
Muſt fall if left by Heav'n to ſtand alone. 
Reaſon, tis true, with moral inſtin& jvin'd, 
From adverſe paſſions might defend the mind, 
Did theſe vile cheats, in virtue's ſemblance dreſt, 
Ne er win by foul ſurprize the human breaſt ; 
Or reaſon's forces can have time to arm. 
Then, O my Father, let thy heav'nly hand 

If for their ruin injur'd juſtice call, 
Once more on me let all her fury fal; 
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For man, once more, will I reſign my breath, 
And rife ſuperior to the force of death; 
— won atuabuas. .f 
_ OT 
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Britain, behold, around whoſe facred iſle 
Here, the bleſs'd lights I gave the human line, 
And ſhe even now, the ſword of vengeance draws, 
From baſe corruption to defend my laws. 
OE OD In 
Aw'd by her frown fee „ 
The joys reſulting from a nation's love; 
To own that kings arofe at Heaven's dread call, 
« All was not made for one, but one for all.” 
This is the clime where virtue dares arife, 
And tempt, with bolder wing, the wond'ring ſkies ; 
Here op'ning conſcience takes her utmoſt ſcope, 
Nor ſtarts at king, at tyranny, or pope. 
The fruits betray ming 
Behold the virtues of the Britiſh king, 
Free from deceit in him, at once, are join'd, 
A heart the gentleſt with the nobleſt mind. 
See God-like Pitt, whoſe uncorrupted breaſt, 
C 
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Calm is each movement of his mighty ſoul, 
By Reaſon's influence held in ſtrict controul; 
In ſteady circles all his thoughts revolve, 
Quick execution marks his juſt reſolve ; 
To Britain's glory all his motions tend, 
Far oer the reſt behold that youth ariſe, 
And pants to flouriſh in the fields of fame; 
That, ſofter paſſions, in the ſoul awake, 
Behold him now upon the verge to prove 
The purer raptures that reſult from love; 
Yet give the word, bid ſair Britannia call, 
He flies his promis'd bliſs, he flies his all, 
Then dauntleſs ruſhes to the dreadful ſtriſe, 
And in his country's cauſe reſigns his life 
Then, oh my Father, ſhield this guiltleſs line, 
| And grant, to Britain's ſons, thy aid divine: 
Grant but to theſe to ſpread their conqueſts far, 
And they, with juſtice, will conclude the war. 
Touch'd at his words his awful fire rejoin'd, 
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_ Upheld by thee, once more, this hapleſs race 
Shall taſte the bleſſings of a laſting peace: 
Wolfe ſhall ariſe, call'd forth by my command, 
To lift, to glorious heights, his native land; 

By him ſhall France in boundleſs woes be hurP'd, 
And leave, to Albion's king, the weſtern world. 
But when his conqu'ring ſword ſhall end the ſtrife, 
There mutt this virtuous hero loſe his life; 

There muſt he fall that diſcord then may ceaſe, 
For, know my ſon, though this great man poſleſs'd 
Tho? its my will that virtue ſtill ſhould live, 

And man be happy in the things I give, 

Yet, ſo unſteady, are the wheels that roll 

The mazy engine of the human foul, 
That Heav'n's deſign they oft pervert below, 
And what is meant a bliſs becomes. a woe. 
So ſhould this hero live to ſec the hour 
When vanquiſh'd France muſt yield to Britiſh pow'r, 
When ſhe, o'erthrown, muſt quit the weſtern ſhore, 
Led by great Wolfe ſhe'd cruſh expiring Gaul, 

No more, to conqueſt, ſhall her hopes ariſe 3 
Content with glory, then, to end the war, 

At her command, ſhall peace extend afar. 
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My name is Freedom, heav'n firſt gave me birth, 
And crown'd me empreſs of her favourite earth; 
All nature ſmif'd, creation pour'd her ſtore, 
And fweet contentment flourith'd round the ſhore : 
But hell, with envy, faw my empire ſpread, 

And burſt, with fury, on my guiltleſs head ; 
Earth's impious fons ſhook off my glorious reign, 
And join'd, with barb'rous rage, the hoſtile train, 
Swept in the torrent of ſurrounding hate, 

Till Britain's iſle diſclos'd her calm retreat, 

I fled, the caught me in her flow'ry arms, 

She rais'd me drooping, re- eſpous d my cauſe, 
And crown'd me empreſs of her facred laws. 

In peace Britannia long, without alloy, 

Beneath my wings, had baſk'd in funs of joy, 
Led all their forces to oppoſe my reign ; 
But when, for me, great Pitt in arms aroſe, 
Aw'd by his-frown, fwiſt fled my num'rous foes ; 
At his command all nature feels my pow'rs, 
And ſpring for me unfolds her world of flow'rs. 
Then ſhall not I protect his facred reſt, 

As he for me, fo I for him, will arm, 
And freedom periſh ere he meets with harm. 
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The goddeſs ſpoke ; the liſt' ning angel hears, 

Know, heav'nly maid, no furious fiend am I, 

Like thee, deſcended from the ſtarry ſky, 

At great Jehovah's unrevok'd command, 

I come to raiſe this long dejected land. 

All nature ſunk beneath the woes of war; 

Then ſent me hither, charg'd with high beheſt, 

To fill, with facred light, thy champion's breaſt ; 

To tell that Wolfe, of all the men who dare 

| Provoke the fury of deſtructive war, 

Alone can give the grand deciſive blow, 

And lay the ſons of proud ambition low. 

Taught by his virtues, we his deeds approve, 

Survey the ſprings that move, the thoughts that roll ; 

Then with the glorious ſubject feaſt my mind, 

And fay what virtues are in Chatham join'd, 

For ſuch, fair Freedom, is thy Champion's name, 

Ordain'd to gild the bright records of fame. 

To whom, the mighty goddeſs thus rejoin'd. 

Yes, here at hand I view his inmoſt ſoul, 

Survey the ſprings that move, the thoughts that roll, 
| I hear 
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I hear his tongue with gen'rous ardor fraught, 
Yet all is pure, tranſcendent, heav'nly bright, 
Untouch'd, unſully d, as the ſons of light. 
His chiefeſt glory is for me to arm, 

For me, his words, with elocution warm; 
In graceful periods, melting as they flow, 
Transfuſe his fpirit on the crowds below; 
For me his bold inveCtives pour their force, 
But though my image all his ſoul inſpires, 

Yet ſovereign reaſon calms his mind to reſt, 

And drives tumultuous paſſions from his breaſt; _ 
Forbids his ſoul to launch in lawleſs flight, 
When prudence calls he bids vain hopes retire, 
And calms, with gentleſt zeal, my kindling fire, 
To fave the whole, he yields a flender part, 
And with his virtue tempers fraudful art ; 

As in the ſlate, fo he in private ſhines, 

His heart unſullied all his life refines, 

But now, deſcended from the bleſt abode, 

Thou welcome herald of Almighty God, 
Approach, around thy heav'nly influence ſpread, 
And ſhow'r thy ſpirit on his ſacred head. 
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She faid—he angel, at her mild command, 
High ofer the ſacred pillow takes his ſtand ; 
Thro' Chatham's ſoul he darts his piercing eyes, 
And views the floating viſions as they rife : 

Juſt then bright fancy opens all her charms, 

And ſweet delufion all his boſom warms ; 

Juſt then ſhe crowns his efforts with ſucceſs, 
Britain's victorious and obtains redreſs : 

Pleas d with the thought a fmile his face adorns, 
Then, O Britannia, now thy work is done, 

With joy I follow my declining ſun, 

And fince, O God, thy all propitious ear 
lnclines, in pity, to my humble prayer, 

Well pleas d Fil quit this world, at thy command, 
While Britain reſts ſecure beneath thy hand. = 
Serene he ſpoke, when ftrait a ſmile beam'd forth, 
Shot from the fullneſs of internal worth. 

The angel faw, but wonder'd much to find 
Thoughts fo exalted in a mortal mind, 

Then ſaid, Ariſe, thy aid Britannia claims, 

Ariſe, forſake the du''.y land of dreams; 

God, from his throne, beheld thy gen'rous toil, 

He ſaw thee ſtruggle for thy native foil; 
Ile ſaw, approved, then bid me wing my flight, 
To fill thy boiom with celeſtial light ; 

To tell that Wolfe, of all the men who dare 

| Provoke the fury of deſtructire war, 


Alone 
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Alone can give the grand decifive blow, 

And lay the fons of proud ambition low. 

The angel ſpoke, then wing'd his rapid way, 
And in a moment reach'd the realms of day. 
Juſt then, from mighty Chatham, fleep withdrew, 
And all the parting luſtre ſtruck his view ; 

Good Heav'ns! from whence did this bright form 
That, with ſuch dazzling glory, fills the earth; 
And ſend great Wolfe to guard his country's right ? 
"Tis true, when reaſon ſlumbers in the brain, 
That fancy wakes with all her buſy train, 

That the our thoughts in ſtrange confuſion joins, 
Sent, in the fulneſs of eternal love, 

To help the weakneſs of the human mind, 
Within the narrow bounds of ſenſe confin'd. 

Yet ſhould from fancy this delufive dream 
Obrrude on me its viſionary frame, 

No dire miſchance can thence accrue to me, 
Since mighty Wolfe has in himfelf combin'd 


. 
He faid, then fwift, with anxious haſte, aroſe, 
And ofer his frame, a glitt' ring garment, throws; 
And crowd around with emulative hands; 
To them his ſmiles a facred joy afford, 
He was at once their father and their lord. 
With riſing hopes he views the circling hours; 
A ſhort repaſt recalls his genial pow'rs; 
He mounts his chariot, darts along the ſtreets, 


Arrives and enters at the palace gates. 


Attendant hands the op'ning doors unfold, 

Thro' rooms of ſtate, emblaz'd with ſhining gold, 
He moves along to where great George appears 

In all the graceful majeſty of years. 

Bright in his ſoul, with more than charms divine, 

Mild temp'rance, truth, and kingly greatneſs ſhine, 


And ſtrike beholders with a facred awe; 


True manly vigour beams thro? ev'ry limb, 

And age but adds new dignity to him. 

Hail, rev'rend Sire, the gen'rous ſtateſman ſaid, 
May Heav'n, on thee, her choiceſt bleſſings ſhow'r, 
And angels guard thee in the dang'rous hour. 
To whom the king, with condeſcending grace, 
Reply'd, Approach thou beſt of human race, 


How does the ſenate, is Britannia well ? 
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Does union till diffuſe her ſweet accord, 
And does ſucceſs attend the Britiſh ſword ? 
And, O my friend, for fuch I know thou art, 


To thee I ſwear that, fince that awful hour, 


When Heav'n firſt calfd me into regal pow'r, 
That all the ſprings that mov'd my anxious mind, 
In Britain's love, as in a center, join'd. 

I wiſh to pull the ſons of diſcord down, 

And raiſe the glory of the Britiſh erown ; 


| I wiſh to ſee mild juſtice hold her ſcale, 


And breathe her ſpirit thro” the public weal : 


Nor think, from thee, thy monarch claims applauſe, 


He knows that kings are bound by: Nature's laws; 
That they, by Reaſon's rule, ſhould ſquare their courſe, 
Where deſpotiſm reigns with mightieſt force: 
But here, where kings the nation's laws obey, 
Where all the branches of the mighty ſtate 

In equal balance hang with equal weight, 
Where, if one ſcale prepond'rates, all is loſt, 
And all the ſtructure in confuſion tofs'd. 
What claim to high renown can fov'reigns ſhow, 
Who dare not plunge the guiltleſs realm in woe? 
No more than he can boaſt ſuperior light, 


Whoſe hands refund a nation's lawful right. 
| But, O my friend, what vengeance can ſuſſice, 


What racks, what torments, glut the angry ſcies, 
D On 
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On chat vile monſter, who, with deadly hate, 
Whoſe ſoul fits brooding oer deſtruftive wiles, 
But cho my heart the public good deſign'd, 
Yet ſuch corruption ſunk the human mind, 
As marr'd my projects, tho' intended juſt, 

And aftions meant to pleaſe produc'd diſguſt. 
The men, on whom I firlt my pow'r conſerr d, 
Prov'd, is the end, a vile ignoble herd, 
Whoſe ſordid foul, in deep deluſive dies, 
Conceal'd their vices from my injur'd eyes; 
Who, maſk'd in friendſhip, prackis d fraudFul art, 
And lulPd, by falſe reports, my eaſy heart. 
Nor thick my foul, to bend to error, prone, 

I faw corruption flouriſh round the throne ; 

In vain, by riſing wrath with ſtrength ſupply'd, 
Back'd by the jarring world it rolPd along, 
And, in its courſe, involv'd a num'rous throng. 
More harpies roſe, who ſaw with jealous eye 
Their brother harpies raiſe their ſtandards high; 
To pull their brethren from the heights of pow'r ; 
This done, themſelves the pinnacle aſcend, 
And ſtem the torrent of the nation's rage. 


But 
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But Heav'n, at length, in thee a man, beſtows, 
Who loves his country, and deteſts her foes ; 
Whoſe ſoul diſdains his monarch's will to lead, 
Or dim his ſenſes in a mazy ſhade. 
So ſpoke the king, the miniſter rejoin'd, 
Thy actions ſhew the virtues of thy mind; 
Britain, with joy, ſees freedom take her courſe, 
With joy her ſons collect their native force; 
All to one end exert their pow'r, their might, 
And hurels crown them in the ficlds of fight. 
But ſtill, O Sire, where ficft the Gallic lord, 
With favage fury, wav'd his conqu'ring ſword, | 
He, crown'd with triumph, heaps the plains with dead, 
And calls for vengeance on his guilty head. 125 
Then let that vengeance, ia her rage, be hurl'd, 
Wing all thy terrors at the weſtern world, 
Led by a hero, whoſe unblemiſl' heart 
Diſdains to act a vile ignoble part, 
And ſpurs the vigour of his riſing ſoul. 
To whom with haſte the monarch then rejoin' d; 
Ah! could thy genius ſuch a hero find, 
Soon vanquifh'd France would ceaſe deſtructive war, 
And tranquil peace ſmile round the world afar. 
To whom the ſtateſman, Sire, at thy command 
Shall riſe a champion for this injur'd land, 
D 2 Whoſe 
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Whoſe God-like heart adores his country's name, 
| Who burns with glory's moſt tranſcending flame; 
| Whoſe ſword is ready to eſpouſe thy cauſe, 
Wolfe is the man, in him at once are join'd 

A vie rous body, and experienced mind, 

As breathe the ſummer e'er the ſpring be paſt; 
When ſcarce the down had on his cheeks crept forth, 
Thy warlike fon admir'd his early worth; 

On Lafeli's plains bis youthful proweſs roſe, 

And, ſtruck with wonder, thy victorious foes. 

To glory's heights he pav'd his future way 
Pien'd by his hand true courage takes the reins, 
An feels new vigour float thro? all her veins ; 
Even now thy legions feel his tow'ring flame 

I 1pel them upwards to the heizhts of fame. 
The ſtateſman ſpoke ; the monarch then replies, 
Juſt are thy actions, all thy words are wiſe, 

'Then let that hero lead my armies forth, 
Arm'd with the vigour of internal worth; 

Let him victorious ſpread my enfigns far, 

And fave my ſubjects from the waſte of war. 
He ceas'd.—Grezrt Pitt, in joyiul haſte, withdrew, 
Then darts along to where his dome aſpires, 

At his approach the op'ning gate retires, 


With 
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With ſwift deſcent he treads the trembling ground, 
Thro' clouds of glitt'ring ſervants rang'd around. 
Juſt then, directed by the hand of God, 

The mighty chief approach'd the fair abode. 

In juſt proportion all his limbs afcend, 
The manly graces all his ſteps attend, 
Thro' every action dignity ſhines forth, 

And ev'ry jeſture ſpeaks internal worth. 
Welcome, my friend, the joyful ſtateſman cries, 
Now may thy ſoul, in glorious flights, ariſe ; 
Great George on thee confers a chief command, 
Then haſte, fly hence, preſerve thy native land: 
Launch all his terrors on the weſtern coaſt, 

And put a period to the Gallic boaſt. 
And men, with loſs of honour, purchas'd life. - 
Mar all the projects that our council yield, 
Tarniſh the glory of the Britiſh name, 

And ſnatch her, tow'ring, from the heights of fame. 
But, O my friend, I know thy foul contemns, 
Such vile inaction, ſuch inglorious aims; 

I know thy foul, with gen rous ardour fraught, 
Matchleſs in vigour, and mature in thouglit, 
Will quaſh the terror of proud diſcord's roar, 

If ought on earth can fave thy native ſhore. 
The ſtateſman ceas d, in rapture, Wolfe returns, 
While all his heart with bright'ning glory burns, 


Eu Then, 
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Then, O my friend, the mighty Lord of heav'n, 
At length, attention, to my pray'r, has giv'n; 
Long have I wiſh'd to riſe in glorious arms, 
Long have I witt'd to ſpread her enſigus far, 

Or bravely periſh in the front of war. 

But if, O God, thou view'® me from above, 
Cool in the ardour of my country's love, 

On this vile head, in that diſgraceful hour, 

Let all thy hate, let all thy vengeance pour z 
Let Death's black hand eternal darkneſs give, 
And when I ceaſe to merit, ceaſe to live. 

Yet ſhould my foul, Britannia, fwerve from thee, 
Should all a patriots love be loſt on me; 

My country's woes muſt ftill their influence ſpread, 
And pity rouſe to other virtues dead; 

For ſure that man who views, with careleſs eye, 
Whole cities flaming, and whole nations die, 

Sees huſbands, WoW, wives, and infants tols q, | 
And all in one promiſcuous ruin loſt, 

Muſt have a head more baſe, a heart more fell, 

Shall brave deſtruction in a foreign land, 

Let thy kind influence, thy impartial breath, 

For men whoſe ſouls to ſofter paſſions yield, 
And, from afar, ſurvey the dreadful field, 
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By quick conceptions, lay whole armics low, 
And, in a breath, diſperſe the flying foe : 
Perhaps while I excrt my utmoſt might, 


Should ſuccour'd France maintain the doubtful fight, 
Theſe airy chiefs may blame my tardy hand, 
And breathe aſperſions thro” the poiſow'd land. 
| But, ſhould my friend oppoſe foul flander's dart, 
My fame's ſecure while virtue guides my heart, 
Give but the word, with chearfulneſs I fly 
To nobly conquer, or to bravely die. 
Then, haſte, my friend, the miniſter rejoin'd,, 
Elaſte, and diſplay the virtues of thy mind, 
Act right, act juſtly, fly where valour moves, 
And counſePd reaſon in her thought approves ; 
A foul, like thine, can no reſtriftions need; 
Go, and thy Pitt, ſtill zealous, ftill the ſame, 
With friendly care, will guard thy ſpotleſs fame; 
And if ſucceſs ſhall crown thy conqu'ring hand, 
He'll ring thy praiſes thro? the joyful land. 
The ſtateſman ſpoke, the hero took his way, 
Where filial love commands a moment's ſtay, g 
Here, as he moves, his kindling ſoul, on flame, 
SwelPd by vaſt hope, aſpires to boundleſs fame; 
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But ſoon ſoſt paſſions ſpread their wild alloy, 

And damp the fervour of his riſing joy. 

By Fancy's aid, before his eyes, appears 

A vidou'd mother all diffoly'd in tears, 

From whom, his boſom, in his tender youth, 


Imbib'd the feeds of virtue, grace, and truth; 
From her had fate a kindly huſband torn, 
And all her bliſs ſeem'd bury'd in his urn; 

But Wolfe's kind hand her drooping ſpirits cheers, 
Diſpels deſpair, bids 6awning hope aſcend, 

And proves a fon, a hutband, and a friend 

Not filial love alone commands his ſtay, 

Ties, more engaging far, obſtruct his way: 
Long had his foul, with-held from noiſy fame, 
For fair Conſtantia felt a gen'rous flame, 
Her gentle breaſt repays the faithful fire, 

And both their boſoms glow with like defire ; 
And fix the nuptial day to crown their love. 
Then how, O Wolfe, forſake her heav'nly charms 
For horror, diſcord, death and dire alarms ! 
Would not one ſmile, one pure ſeraphie kiſs 
Than all the wealth that nations could beſtow, 
Or all the laurels that adorn thy brow ? 
When this reflection darts with all its force, 
The charms of glory fink beneath its courſe, 
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Like ſcatter d miſts, they fly before his fight, 
And all his boſom yields to ſoft delight. 

But ſtraight his ſoul reviews his country's woes, 
Glory and fame again enforce their laws, 
And thus his reafon vindicates their caufe, 
Bear up, my foul, diffolve this tender chain 
That links my wiſhes to my native plain; 
Should I, unmov'd, behold the barb'rous foe 
Plunge my lov'd native land in worlds of woe; 
Tis true, Conſtantia, I might find in thee, 
All that kind gracious Heav'n could grant to me; 
But then what ſtings of conſcience muſt ſucceed, 
How muſt my tarniſh'd reputation bleed; 

Such ſtings, ſuch ſtains as muſt my peace deſtroy, 
And damp the current of my riſing joy. 
But if I fly at glory's dread command, 
Thro? all the earth ſhall ring my mighty praiſe, 
From fields. of blood, in tranſport, Il return, 
And Hymen's flames with purer luſtre burn. 
The hero ſpoke, tumultuous paſlions ceaſe, 
And all his boiling breaſt ſubſides to peace; 
His rifing hands, the yielding rapper, fcize, 
It mounts, deſcends, in quick vibrations plays, 
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Swift from the door in rapid flights abounds, 
Thro' all the dome the rattling thunder flies, 
And rends, with gath'ring force, the trembling ikies. 
His ſervants, here, the op'ning doors uncloſe, 
The bounding hero, o'er the threſhold roſe, 
That light the manſion in a joyful blaze; 
Then darts along, inſpir'd with eager haſte, ; 
To where his metber weeps ker lord deceas d. 
At his approach the matron ceas'd to mourn, 
And, loſt in tranſport, meets her ſon's return, 
Bent on his knees, ker rev'rend hand he preſs'd, 
And thus the rapture of his foul expreſs'd. 
At length, at length, kind Heav'n approves my claim, 
Deſcending angels wing my ſoul to fame; 
Great George, on me, confers a high command, 
He fends me hence to guard my native land; 
To launch his terrors on the weſtern coaſt. 
And put a period to the Gallic boaſt. 
No more, proud France, in ſeas of blood rejoice, 
Thy hate malign ſhall, on thyſelf, recoil, 
Then muſt I fink beneath a load of grief, 
Nor thy once lenient hand beſtow relief. 


Ah! 


I 38 1 1 
Ah! think, when I my finiling infant preſt, 
And this fond boſom ſunk to give thee reſt ; 
How, on thy words, my foul delighted hung, 
When dawning reaſon warbled cn thy tongue; 
I fee thy form, thy infant form I ſee, 
In playful mood hang round thy mother's knee, 
Fluſh'd at the fight, my glowing cheeks incline, 
And bend ambitious to unite with thine ! 
Then all my time roll'd on in joyful eaſe, 
For, then, thy dear loſt father bleſt my days; 
Yes, thou, my Lord, couldit, all my cares, remove, 
And, focth my every grief, with tender love; 
But, thou, alas! no more ſhalt chace our woes, 
Cheer thy lov'd offspring, or thy hapleſs ſpouſc. 
No more, with hand indulgent, precept kind, 
Direct our conduct, or improve our mind. 
No thou are wrapt in Death's eternal ſhade, 


And I a fad, deſerted widow male ! [| 
Thy bones lie buried in the ruthleſs urn; [ 
And I, dejected, friendleſs, left to mourn : "= 
For he, alone, whoſe hand could comſort give, N 
For whom, alone, my foul could wiſh to live, | 
Forſakes, for diſcord, this refin'd retreat, | ( 
And headlong ruſhes to the jaws of fate. 
Baniſh thy fears, reply'd the gen'rous chief, ; 
O ſpare my heart, be calm, compoſe thy grief, | 
"Tis glory calls, the lures me from afar, 8 


And bids me flouriſh thro? the ranks of war. 
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How much more juſt to cruſh my country's foes, 
Than waſte the bloom of life in ſoft repoſe ; 
Should I, unmov'd, fee countleſs numbers lain, 
And hear my country's woes cry, rouſe, in vain, 
And all, in one promiſcuous ruin, loſt ; 

Ev'n thou, my mother, wouldſt contemn, diſown, 
But calm thy griefs, tho” I forſake thy ſight, 
Still ſhall thy boſom glow with foft delight ; 
Still ſhall my foul, tho abſent, hither ſpeed, 

And my beſt wiſhes hover round thy head; 

Still ſhall my lenient hand thy woes aſſuage, 
And guard, with conſtant care, thy helpleſs age. 
But O ſhould God my fword to conqueſt wing, 
Should, from my efforts, glorious triumphs ſpring, 
What high renown ſhall grace thy tow'ring boy, 
And, fill thy boſom, with a parent's joy. 
Should all my deeds be crown'd wich glorious death; 
"Tis better. bravely die, than meanly live, 

One moment's glory, more true joys, can raiſe, 
Than ages waſted in diſgraceful eaſe ! 

O! may the hand of Heav'n protect my ſon, 
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But ſince thy courage dares defend the throne, 
And I am friendlefs left to weep alone, 
Let honour gde thee thro” the paths of fame, 
And virtue, hear'nly virtue ſtamp thy name; 
For ah ! ſhouldit thou, from this great rule, depart, 
Think what fad pangs muſt rend thy mother's heart. 
Yet why theſe doubts, Im ſure thou never wilt, 
Nor ſcek, with colourings falſe, to hide thy guilt, 
I know thy boſom teems with ſpotleſs truth, 
I know the precepts that have ſorm'd thy youth, 
I know too well the paths thy father trod, 
To think that thou wilt quit his ſacred road, 
Let not deſtruction mark thy dreadſul courſe, 

Let prudence temper and dire & thy force, 
True courage ſtill with like attention ſteers 

From brutal rafhneſs and unmanly fears, 
This will not, dare not, uis the pow'r that's given, 
And that deſtroys the means baſtow'd by Heav'n. 
O think, when raging thro” the dreadſul ſtrife, 
Thy country claims an int'reſt in thy liſe; 
Think how thy mother left in weeds to mourn, 
With wild impatience waits for thy return; 
Hangs o'er her grave, in never ceaſing wht, \\ 
And calls her long loft fon to bring reii-f. 
But think, O think, ſhould Heav'a thy fall ord- in, 
 Shouldft thou, my child, my only child, be ſlain, 
How I, with grief, deſpair, and anguich, torn, 

Muſt fink unfriended to the ſilent urn. 
E Siihs 
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Sighs choak'd her voice, the hero made reply, 
While the big tear ſtood trembling in his eye, 
To view thy face is only known to Heav'n 
But that my conduct ne'er ſhall merit blame, 
Or ſtain thy viſage with a parent's ſhame, 
Is mine to fay :—My foul ſhall ne'er deſcend, 
By grow ling means, to gain a grov'ling end, 
Or friends be cali to palliate my crimes. 

Go then, my fon, the mournful dame rejoin'd, 
And crown the hopes the world uas form'd of thee : 
But canſt thou take, perhaps, thy laſt adien, 
And leave thy promis'd bride to weep for you, 
Canſt thou, unmov'd, fee her to grief refign'd, 
Whoſe once ſweet converſe could unbend thy mind. 
O ceaſe, forbid theſe melting words to roll, 
Nor damp the ardour of my riſing foul, 
Let her lov'd image, let ideas reſt, 
That, ah, muſt, now, be baniſh'd from my breaſt. 


No more ;—T flee, to certain conqueſt run; 
O! may thy pious pray'rs, protect thy ſon. 
He ſpoke, then leaves his loud lameiting dome, 
The mournful matron, Gd wich ring grief, 
| Bcheld, with labouring breaſt, the parting chief, 
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Then ſaid, O Glory, what a ſcene of woe 

Doſt thou extort from wretches here below, 
What painful tributes at thy ſhrine we lay, 
To win thy ſmiles, the meteors of a day. 

To ſeek the object of his faithful loves. 
Graceful ſhe ſat, where, rang'd on either hand, 
The works of mighty bards in order ſtand, 

And caſts each trifling pleaſure far behind; 

At Wolfe's approach ſhe bids her labour ceaſe, 
And, in his own, compreſs'd her glowing hand, 
The penfive hero ſtood abforb'd in thought ; 
Nor could his fault ring tongue afford them way. 
The tender maid, oppreſs'd with riſing woe, 
She faw the tumult ſtruggling in his breaſt, 
And thus the anguiſh of her ſoul expreſsd. 
Say, O my Wolfe, O fay, what gloomy care 
Caſts, o'er thy mournful brow, this penſive air, 
Say, what afflictions in thy boſom roll, 

Or, does a woe thy thoughtful foul impair, 
'That thy once lov'd Conſtantia muſt not ſhare ; 
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If &ecr ſhe prov'd unworthy of thy truſt, 

Then all this ſilence, this referve, is juſt. 

To whom the chicf, be ſtill, tky thoughts compoſe, 
While I, the burden of my foul, diſcloſe, 

Do thou engage that not a tear ſhall fall, 

And I will tell, —thy Wolfe will tell thee all. 
From thy lov'd preſence I a while muſt part, 


Why, from my preſence, thus, wouldſt thou depart ? 


Ah, do not rend, diſtract, torment my heart. 
O ſay, declare, why muſt thou hence be torn, 
And muſt I;—am I, then, defpis'd, forlorn ! 
1 go, my love, I go, at Glory's call, 
To cruſh the rage of proud imperious Gaul, 
My fame, my valour, to the world to prove, 
And make me worthy of Conſtantia's love. 
And wilt thou go, the mournful maid rejoin'd, 
And is Conftantia to be left behind. 
Yes, for a time, the hero made reply, 
While the big tear ſtood trembling in his eye, 
Yes, for a time, thy Wolfe from thee is torn, 
But calm thy griefs, Conitantia, ceafe to mourn, 
My grateful hand ſhall recompenſe thy pain, 
Should Hleav'n reſtore me to thy arms again, 

It 
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It is for thee my ſoul to fame aſpires, 


For thee my boſom glows with all its fires, 
And prove me worthy of a heart like thine. 
*Fis not for me the paths of fame you tread, 
With languid voice, the mournful virgin ſaid, 
If fo, cin now, the vain purſuit give or, 
Twas but thy love I fought, I aſk no more; 


Then come, O Wolfe, the thorny paths forego 
That lead to glory, and that lead to woe; 


For thee content fhall ſpread her downy wing; 

Allur'd by her, why not, my Wolfe, retreat 

Far from the hurry of tumultuous ſtate. 

No, no, my ſoul, replies the gen'rous chief, 

I nc'er can tamely view my country's grief; 

Gol only knows, while thus ſrom thee I part, 

How fondly ſad my foul ſtill hangs on thee, 

| How dear thy lov'd idea is to me; 

When lawleſs foes our facred rights invade, 

When ev'n our monarch bids me guard the throne, · 

All private claims muſt yield to this alone; 

To fee me branded with a coward's name. 

No, Heav'n n the mournful | maid rejoin , 
E3 That 
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That &er my words ſhould win thee to diſgrace, 

Th' unſully d honour of thy ſpotlefs race; 

Then go, dear youth, ah, go, by fame impelF'd, 

To purchaſe glory in the dreadful field. 

May hov'ring angels all thy ſteps attend, 

And all the projects of thy foul befriend ; 

Tis true, my foul, thou'rt friendleſs leſt to mourn, 

To weep neglected till thy Wolfe's return, 

Yet ceaſe ye griefs, ye buriting woes relent, 

If Wolfe be happy, why not I content ? 

But ah, ſhould he to ruthleſs death be giv'n; 

Oh! from the dreadful thought defend me, Heav'n. 

Thus while ſhe ſpoke, her ſwelling eyes o'erflow, 

And all her ſenſes lie diffolv'd in woe. 

A ſudden horror flies thro? all his blood, 

Love o'er his heart extends its ſtrong controul, 

And ſhakes the purpoſe of his mighty foul ; 

Tin bleeding Britain burſts upon his ſight ; 

And puts the crowd of blandiſhments to flight. 

Then round her neck he flung his eager arms, 

Strain'd to his heart, her heaving boſom warms, 

While he the tumult of his foul expreſt. 

O Fame! O Glory! where are now thy charms ? 
Come, 


LJ 

Come, O Britannia, come, victorious France, 
I go, my love, let not vain fears annoy, 

I only go to crown our future joy, 

Be calm, thy Wolfe will foon, to thee, return, 
I go, my love, fure Heav'n ſhall bleſs the deed, 
He faid, and folds her in a laſt embrace, 

Then flings diſtracted from the mournful place; 
In floods of grief the hapleſs maid is drown'd, 
' Breathleſs ſhe finks along the ſadYning ground, 
Burſting, with fighs, ſhe then returns to light, 
She looks around, no Wolfe appears in fight, 
Again revives and meets deteſted day, 
A tear deſcends, ſhe wipes it as it flows, 

And art thou gone, ah! cruel thus to ſlce, 

And leave in deep deſpair a wretch like me, 
Thou couldſt not ſure have lov'd fo pure, fo true, 
With ſuch a fondneſs as I doat on you. 
When genuine love, refin'd by chaſte deſire, 
the breaſt beneath its ſpotleſs fire, 
All other paſſions from the foul depart, 
It reigns unrivaFd in the human heart, 
But ſure thou art to diſf rent views inciin'd, 
te ets rote at, 
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For empty ſhades to fly my proffer'd charms, 
And fling from mine to deſolation's arms. 
But whither, phrenzy, whither wouldſt thou lead 
The miſled judgment of an injur'd maid, a 
1s it to brand, inflam'd with jealous fear, 
The man, with guilt, that reigns unrivaFd here. 
No—go, dear youth, obey thy monarch's will, 
Tho fhe thould pine with ill requitted love. 
How ſpend thy time, thy dear companion gone; 
Say wilt thou, glitt'ring, drefs'd in bright brocades, 
Shine forth at balls, at midnight maſquerades, 
In ſenſeleſs mirth each keen reflection drown'd, 
In ſpite of mirth his dear idea d rife, 
For woes like mine compaſſion ſeek in vain. 
There live recluſe, no more thy griefs confin'd ; 
Each ſcene familiar here ſhall bring to fight 
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But ah, tis ſure all earthly things are vain, 

That, once my pleaſure, now becomes my pain. 

Here, as we've paſs'd along the ſilent grove, 

What tender ſcenes have mark'd our riſit g love, 

Oh! how his voice, my foul in raptures, drown'd ; 

He fpeaks—attention ſteals thro? ev'ry limb, 

And Nature's beauties all are loſt in him ! 

TN eee py ee 

* from love 

He's gone who gave theſe charms the pow'r to pleaſe. 

In vain I figh, in vain my tears may flow, 

No Wolfe is preſent to diſpel my woe, 

Loſt Nature all muſt now appear to mourn, 

And I dejected weep till his return; 

Thus, O my Wolfe, Conſtantia mourns for thee, 

Perhaps whilſt thou ſhalt ceaſe to think on me. 

For ah, how widely are the ſtates disjoin'd 

Where'er he moves new objects ſtrike his fight, 

Loſt in the preſent, he forgets the paſt, __ 

And all his parting pangs fubſide at laſt. 

But ſhe, alas! in keen affliction drown'd, 

Muſt lonc ly tread the fame unchequer'd round, 
Muſt 


nt nn Ret 


4 
oO AA A - 


9 
| 
1 
9 
| 
1 


| 


n—_ 


W 
2 Fon — —c_——— 


nr , a9 


K! CE IO 


2 2% . „„ 4 3 * 


um _ 2 


£046 1 


Muſt fee no objects, to relieve her breaſt, 
But what, in happier times, had known her bleſt, 
But what, relentleſs, to her mind reſtore 

The painful thought of pleaſure felt before. 

The virgin ſpoke, her tears abundant flow, 

And give a looſe to all the rage of woe. 
Meanwhile the chief, with various paſſions toſs d, 
Directs his paſſage to the ſea-beat coaſt, 3A 
And cafe the burden of his mighty foul. 

And crowns the wiſhes of his joyful band. | 
'The ſpreading canvaſs to the wind extends; 
Along the Thames the lotty veſſels glide 

To where the ocean meets his ruſhing tide; 
They cut the ſurface of the wat'ry plain, 
At length, to crown the hero with delight, 


The new-found continent appears in fight. 
{- | 5 
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BOOK THE SECOND. 


Thy drooping head to ſing a hero's praiſe : | 
No more deſcend in melting ſtrains of love; 
Raife high thy voice, expand thy numbers far, 
Sound the loud trumpet of tremendous war. | 
But how, my foul, canſt thou preſume to dare {l 
To ſing of battles, all the rage of war; i 
Who never faw a marihaPd army ftand; | 
Nor read the product of another's hand! "1 
Then come, oh! Muſe, whoſe all- reviving breath bl 
Recals great actions from the realms of death : 4 
WS From Fame's high temple come my cauſe to plead, | 
A caſe uncommon, claims uncommon aid! | "1 
"Tis true, that Homer, wrapt in endleſs night, 
His eye-balls darken'd and depriv'd of fight, 
Could make the heav'ns re-echo to his lays, 
And earth grow vocal in his hero's praiſe. 
Thou too Britannia, Albion thou canſt boaſt | 
Milton, the Homer, of thy ſacred coaſt ; o 
Tho” dark himſelf he breath'd refulgent light, 
And reſcu d others from the ſhades of night! 


Such 
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Such, heav'nly Muſe, have felt thy pow'r divine, 

But, h! how diff rent far their ſtate from mine! 

The Grecian bard had long with care beheld 

The various ruins of the Trojan field; 

Follow'd the windings of fcamander's flood z = 

Saw where the bulwark rofch the palace ſtood ; 

Invok'd Achilles, faw the hero riſe, , 

And, in the dazzling luftre, loſt his eyes 

And that great bard whoſe all-perceiving eye 

Could pierce the decp receſes of the fky ; 

Preſent the glori-s of the bleſo d abode z 

Explore the motives that direct a god; 

Account for evils that attend our race, 

And blaze the triumphs of eternal grace; x 

Had long enjoy'd the ſun's reviving rays, 

Thro? various regions wander'd various ways: : 

Where tow'ring Alps Tcalia's plains confine , Tn 

Where flows the Oder and the rapid Rhine: 

Where France preſents her wide extended plain; 

And There Iberia frirts the rolling main : 

With ſearching eyes the youthful Poet ſtray'd, 

Their cuſtoms, manners, actions, all ſurvey'd; 

The uſeful ſtore to loſty views confign'd, 

And lodg'd the burthen in his truſty mind. 

For him had ſcience all her influence ſhed, 

And twin' d her wreaths around his facred head: 

His rolling eyes to her ſublimely foar, 
Til ſtrain d with gazing, they could gaze no more 
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But I alone, of all the num'rous throng, 


That mount in numbers, or deſcend in fong, 
Attempt to footh, inflame, tranſport the heart, 
Unbleſs' d by nature, and untaught by art! 
Scarce had the bell of ſenſe began to toll, 
When black diſeaſe, for ever, dimm'd my ſight, 
And wrapt my ſenſes in eternal night; 
In vain, for me, creation fpreads her charms ; 
In vain the fun the womb of nature warms; 

In vain his dazzling luſtre paints the ground: 
Eternal darkneſs hovers all around! 

In her black dungeon dooms my mind to groan, | 
And ſhuts the paths that lead to Wiſtom's throne. 
But when ſome circling years had wing d their flight, 
And Reaſon gliſten'd with fuperior light ; 
'Thro? all my breaſt a thirſt of knowledge roſe, 
And broke the tenor of my calm repoſe: 

In vain my foul then ſtrove to force her way, 
'To ſwim the ocean of ſurrounding day, 

A blank unvaried meets her bailed eye, 

While all around enjoy the chearful ſky. 5 
But Sound, that goddeſs, whoſe reſiſtleſs charms, 
Can rouſe whole nations into deeds of arms, 
Can ſwell to mirth the heart by woe depreſt, 

Aud melt in ſorrow the enraptur d breaſt ; 

Nr yes eee 
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And helpleſs buried in eternal night! 
But tho theſe orbs for ever ceaſe to roll, 
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With pity mov 'd, to me aſſiſtance brings, 
The world's great ſcene diſplays, in cleareſt light, 
And draws all nature to my inward fight ! 
My foul imprifon'd calls aloud for rooom ; h 


Tis thou, alone, that canſt diſpel this gloom ; 


*Tis thou, alone, that canſt this voice infpire, 
And crown the ſummit of my fond defire ! 

O Sire of heav'n, thy ſacred influence ſhed; 

May thy bleſs'd Spirit hover round my head: 
And funs unnumber'd burſt upon my mind ! 

Sure this refleftion will difarm their rage, 
Was, when an infant, robb'd of glorious fight; 


They ſhut not out the paſſions of the foul; 
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Like fires conſin'd, they burn with fiercer fames, 


And ſpur my hopes to more exalted aims. 

Far oer the reſt aſcends my country's love, 
Abforb'd in this all meaner paſſions move ; 
Tho? cruel fate forbids to riſe in arms, 
Britannia's glory all my boſom warms ! 

My flutt'ring foul forſakes her gloomy den, 

And flies triumphant thro? the walks of men! 
Aſeends with theſe who ſoaring mount to fame, 
And raiſe the glory of the Britifh name. 

But chief, O Wolfe! for thee, my muſe afpires, 
For thee, my boſom glows with all her fires, 
| For thee, my genius unappalFd by threats, 
Shall fearleſs utter what my heart dictates. 
By fate ſecluded from the world's great ſtage, 
Reſtrain d from party zeal, from factious rage, 
Supreme, unaw'd, my dauntleſs muſe ſhall fit, 
And daring truths ſupply the place of wit. 
When, on St. Laurence, Albion's navy glides, 
And, in a cloud of canvas, veils the tides. 
Aloft, in air, fublime the hero ſtands, 

And caſts his eyes thro? all the neighb'ring lands, 
Where boundleſs foreſts rear their rev'rend forms, 
And brave the fury of ſurrounding ſtorms, 

High to the heav'ns with bold projections riſe, 
And loſe their ſummits in the clouded ſkies. 
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Nor theſe, alone, with graceful charms are found, 
To fwell the ſplendors of the proſpect round: 
Bright, to the view, in gay luxuriant pride, 
Vaſt plains unbounded ſkirt the rolling tide ; 
Where Nature's hand ſpontaneous pours around 
A world of ſweets Oer all the ſmiling ground. 
Here gentle hills, with funny brows, are ſeen ; 
Here a ſmooth vale, foft varying, ſmiles below ; 
Vaſt rocks there riſe, and tumbling waters flow ; 
While their huge monarch, with majeſtic mien, 
Rolls ſlowly on, and crowns the glorious ſcene. 
Amid thoſe charms that Nature's ſmiles impart, 
Muh no leſs luſtre blaze. the works of art: 
Rear'd with bright front high o'er the rolling tide, 
Towns, temples, cities, grac'd his rev'rend fide: - 
To jaifſe a crowd of dazzling ſtructures there. 
Far Oer the reſt Quebec in luſtre ſhone, 
Sublimely ſeated on a rocky throne ; | 
And on the world beneath looks down with ſcorn ! 
All Nature here in all her pow'rs aroſe 
To guard this city from infulting foes ; 
On ev'ry fide ſhe flung a wat'ry mound, 
Or rear d a wall of threat ning rocks around. 


- 


Full on the fouth, with waves expanded wide, 
The vaſt St. Laurence rolls his pond᷑ rous tide ; 
Round 


111 
Round the north-eaſt a leſſer river flows, 


And in the mightier ſtream its torrent throws; 
The far ftretch'd ſteep protefts the weſtern fide. 
To guard the ſplendors of her glitt ring tow rs: 
High on the utmoſt ſummit of the ſteep, 

A huge enormous fort o'erlooks the deep, 

Wide on all fides ſhe holds her thunders forth 

To belch deſtruction oer the trembling earth, 

And fcoifs the fury of the daring foe ! 

Down from each fide, along the ſteep aſcent, 

Tremendous guns with threat'ning throats are bent, 

There, thro” dark rocks, yawn forth for human blood, 

And point their fury at the nether flood ! 
 Oferlook the circling tide, and guard her laws! 

Advance their dreadful inſtruments of woe, 

To flaſh the fiery torrent on the foe ! 

Thus for Quebec all art and nature arm, | 

Ang rocks, forts, rivers ſhicld the town from harm ! 

Not far from hence, amid the mightier flood, 

Fair Orleans” ifle with flow'ry aſpect ſtood, 

Thick on whoſe verge gay fragrant blooms abound, 

That deck the waters which infold it round; 

Pull on the weſt the parting waves divide, 

And in cofe channels wheel on either fide ; | 
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And like an ocean roll to meet the main ! 

Hither it was, with fierce impetuous force, 
That Albion's fleets firſt bent their threat ning courſe, 
Tas here her ſhips firſt touch d the hoftile ſtrand, 


And brought the terrors of the war to land. 
Recount, O Muſe! what ſhips approach'd the coaſt, 
What num'rous nations roſe in glorious arms 
To reſcue Britain from impending harms. 
Firſt, the huge Neptune, o'er the wat'ry roar, 
Darts her enormous bulk, and gains the ſhore ; 
Props the incumbent clouds—defies the ftorm ; 
And half the river rolls a wake behind | 
Her pond'rous ſides ſtupendous riſe to light 
Three ſpacious decks divide the lofty height, 
- Yawns, with dread horror, oer the rolling tide ; 
And, with deſtruction, threat the ſons of France. 
Cloſe, where the Neptune leads the pouring war, 
Unnumber'd fails, of following ſhips, appear. 
Thrice fix roll on of huge enormous ſize, 
Two tiers of guns in each progreſſive riſe ; 
| Theſe their vaſt mouths, thre dreadful op'nings, ſpread, 
And labouring ſeem with worlds of future dead. 
EM CO OO Ne tn Around 
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Vaſt ſwarming ſhoals of leſſer barks attend; 

Some fraught with flour, or, wine's enli ning ſtore ; 
And ſome with vet'rans from Britannia's ſhore ; 
Throng d oer the deep, on ev'ry fide, they pour, 


Wide o'er a lake their ſwarming legions ſpread, 
And hide its ſurface in a flutt ring ſhade. 
In three diviſions rank'd the fleets appear ; 

There rules the mighty Holmes ; and Dural here. 
This was a chief of high exalted fame, | 


Saunders ! who, dauntlefs, thund'ring fierce in war, 


By active valour, ſtruck the world with fear; 
Who, thro” the frowns of miniſterial laws, 
Oft ruſh'd to glory in his ſov'reign's cauſe ; 
Burſt thro? all dangers; countleſs wonders wrought ; 
And fav'd his country by the glorious fault ! 

Now theſe vaſt fleets, in crowds, at anchor ride : 
Then from their decks, in countleſs numbers, pour, 
Their vet᷑ ran armies on the trembling ſhore ! 


Thund'ring, for joy, Oer all the beach, they throng, 


And ſhout, with tranſport, as they move along ! 
Firſt, in the front of all this pouring train, 


Cld England's offspring trod the hoſtile plain. 
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And tow'ring foreſts grace his rev rend fide ! 
From where the Severn darts to meet the main, 
Like rapid lightning thro? the wond'ring plain! 
From where the Humber rolls his pond'rous way, 
From where the Tweed expands her wat'ry ſtore ! 
From all theſe ſtreams, from all her realms afar 
Pouring, the teems her nuntrous ſons to war. 
And, now, the firft of all the threat'ning hoſt, 
Sternly ferene they tread the trembling coaſt. 
Cloſe in the rear Hibernia's ſons advance, 
For their lov'd cauſe eternal foes to France! 
Still guards the honour of her fiſter land. 
Oh thou lov'd ſhore! thou dear enchanting ifle ! 
Fain would my muſe her loftier flights reſtrain 
To fing the charms of thy delightful plain; 
Thy facred plain! where Heav'n all bounteous pours 
Nought elſe but fweets, and worlds of ſmiling flow'rs. 
No hungry lions, here, with hideous roar, 
Eer bound tremendous o'er the trembling ſhore ! 
No wolves, no bears, no tigers, range the wood ; 
Or grind their jaws that thirſt for human blood ! 
Here, no huge ſerpents, curling, wrearh'd on high, 


No 


LI 
No fnakes, no toads, no adders, panting round, 
With treach'rous venom, fill the ſubtile ground ! 
God ſheds his influence o'er the ſmiling land, 
And all things noxious fhrink beneath his hand! 
When kicher brought they languiſh, gaſp, and die, 
And own the preſence of a purer ſky! 
Here lonely babes may riſe at early dawn, 
In peaceful foreſts brave the miduight air; 
Nor dread the fury of the prowling bear | 
By Albion long, with iron ſceptre, fway'd, 
Saw all her rights contemn'd, her laws betray'd ; 
Her commerce ſtifled, and her arts oppreſt, 
Her friends neglected, and her foes careſt. 
At length, oh! Heav'n, at thy all mild command, 
The joyful time rolls o'er this fmiling land, 
Now do we fee theſe guardians of the laws, 
Step nobly forward in their country's cauſe ; 
Now do we fee them, firm in glory, all, 
Unlur'd by gold, by aught but Freedom's call, 
Sternly ſerene contemn Oppreſſion's frown, 
And awe, by threats, their haughty tyrants down; 
While the vaſt world, in wonder mix'd with fears, 
Sounds forth the praiſe of Erna's volunteers ! 


Now, 
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Now, at their call, the Arts reviving ſpring, 
Now joyful Freedom hears their loud command, 
And pours her boundleſs treafures o'er the land, 
Scar'd at their frown baſe wiles and fraudful guile, 
No more enrag d, religious ſets contend. _ 
Becauſe they think not as their fov'reigns think. 
And join their efforts for the public good ! 
She riſes glorious in her ſor reign's cauſe : 
Towards Quebec direct their dire alarms, | 
Nobly ſprang forth to ſhare her num'rous ſcars, 
And bravely conquer in Britannia's wars. 
The Liffey, now, whoſe wild meanders ſtray 
Thro* many a tract, by many a winding way; 
With num'rous ſtreams, and water half the land ; 
The Shannon, monarch of the wat'ry train, 
Who, like an ocean, rolls to ſeek the main; 
All pour their crowds to purchaſe high renown, 
And guard the honour of the Britiſh crown. 
A cloſe, connected, firm, united band. 
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In- order, next, the Highlanders appear, 
Whoſe ev'ry nerve ſeems ſtrung for glorious war: 
Where tow'ring Grampus rears his rev'rend bead; 
And fpacious lakes ſupply the rolling Tay; 
From where the Forth's deſcending waves expand, 
To where the ocean bounds the northern land; 
Had learn'd, in toil, to brave the fierce extremes, 
Of Winter's cold, and Summer's fultry beams; 
Train d to fatigue, thus train'd by ceaſeleſs pain, 
From ſtubborn rocks to fetch the ſcanty grain, 
Bold, undifmay'd, they joyful pour from far 
To ſeek from toil a kind relief in war. 
A grim, terrific, ſternly frowning band. 
Rais'd, in their hands, huge blades enormous threat, 
Keen are their edges, pond' rous is their weight; 
With theſe they dreadful mow whole armies down, 
And pierce the bulwarks of each hoſtile town : 
Their varying plaids, curious art defign'd, 
In graceful folds, redundant float behind, 
Give ev'ry vigrous muſcle room to move. 
To thefe ſucceeds the bold provincial hoſt, 
Whoſe wrongs firſt rous d Britannia's injur'd coaft ; 
Inflam'd with rage, they quit their native plain, 
To claim due vengeance foc their kindred flain, 
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Their ſpacious plain, whoſe vaſt expanſe, furveys; 
From where bright Phcebus ſhoots his downward rays, 
To where the ocean groans in icy chains, 
And night, theo? half the year, unrival' reigns : 
Diſportive Nature, o'er this boundleſs ſhore, 
With laviſh hand, profuſely pours her ſtore ; 
Here all the plants, the fruits, the flow'rs are found, 
That grace the climes of all the world around; 
The Mohawk, dreadful in her thundring falls, 
And Miſſiſſippi's vaſt capacious tide, 
Theſe, fee their banks diſpeopP'd, as they flow, 
And ſend their heroes forth to meet the foe. 
High, or the reſt, advance the grenadiers, 
And all their vig'rous limbs ſrem ſtrong for fight! 
That bid defiance to the rage of blows ; 
Where Wolfe immortal rais'd his glorious name; 
Here, vanquiſh'd France ſubdu'd bencath his hand, 
In dire diſperſion, fled the conquer d land. | 
By Nova Scotia's coalt extends the iſlg, 
Her rocks are lofty, ſtubborn is her foil; 
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Her ſpacious harbour, ſpreads a wide expanſe, 
The once ſure refuge of the ſons of France, 
But conquer d, now, deſerts the Gallic cauſe, 
And rolls her tides beneath Britannic laws ! 
Who waves, with high controul, his threat'ning 
ſword ! - Wb 
And march, in leſſer troops, the num'rous ban. 
Recount, O Muſe ! each mighty hero's name, 
That roſe ſuperior in this lift of fame: 
Great Moncton, next to Wolfe, immortal ſtands, 
Who free'd from rapine Nova Scotia's lands, 
Who fcreen'd that country from impending harms, 
And taught proud France the force of Britiſh arms! 
Townſhend, whoſe God-like actions all proclaim, 
The glorious trophies of his future fame, 
High Heav'n has doom'd that when great Wolfe ſhal 
- 4 
His matchleſs arm ſhall cruth the pride of Gaul! 
That then that arm, ſtretch'd forth in Albion's cauſe , 
| Shall rule Hibernia with deſerv'd applauſe ! 
8 Laſt, on the field, aſpiring Murray came, 
„ Oft al the chiefs, that bear a Ger'ra!'s name. 
To him, the brave, the dauntleſs Howe, ſucceeds, 
Tho laſt in rank, not laſt in glorious deeds ! 
ler G Immortal 


| a SS 3 
lumorts! Howe ! whoſe comprehenfive mind, 
With dauntleſs valour, boundleſs virtue join'd, 
Who plann'd with judgment, as he bravely feught, 
In war courag'ous, and ſedate in thought! 
To future times his glorious actions known, 
Shall raiſe the honour of his Sov'reign's throne, 
And be the ſubject of ſucceeding rhymes. 
With equal merit, and with like confrand. 
Led by theſe heroes roll the Britiſh hoſt, 
Tall groves of muſkets, from their front, they rear, 
Foreſts of bay'nets cleave the yielding air, 
And burniſh'd glitter thro? the dazzling ſkies ! 
Full in the van, high o'er their threat'ning head, 
In many a fold, their blazing ſtandards ſpread, 
Glorious aloft they wave, in air, unfuri'd, 
And ſtrike wide terror thro the trembling world 
Bright on the ſurface of their broad expanſe, 
In frowning gold, two threat'ning foes advance, 
A lion rampant foams, with fury, there, 
He grinds his tecth, his fiery eye-balls glare, 
Dartizg he ſeems. While here an unicorn, 
With rage opponent, waves his fingle horn; _ 
Eblaz d with gems a crown ſuſpended hes, 
While the fierce foes contending loſe the prize! 
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The Britiſh army thus, in bright array, 

With joyful ſhouts, purſue their thund'ring way; 
Wide, oer the land, their pouring legions ſpread, 
And groaning earth re-echoes as they tread. 

50 when mild Spring calls forth her vernal flow'rs, 
And teeming hives-diſgorge their flutt'ring pow'rs, 
The ſwarming bees their painted wings expand, 

And pour, in millions, o'er the fragrant land; 

And all in motion feems the buſtling carth. 

High o'er the margin of the rolling tide. 
Firſt Languedoc preſents her ſhining train, 
Where pearly ſtreams, from lofty mountains rolPd, 
Deſcend thro? beds beſtrew'd with ſands of gold! 
The vaſt Garonne, along her valleys, glides, 
Diſpenſing verdure as he rolls his tides, 

Thro' all the land majeſtic takes his way, 

And on Guiennes ſhores rejoins the fea. 

Nor leſs this province, rous d at Glory's call, 

Pours forth her ſons to ſwell the hoſt of Gaul: 
What tho” their hills, in vines, eternal glow, 
TER TO PEN VEE CALCITE 
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What tho' their wines, in endleſs ſtores, abound, 

And bear the palm throat tte world around q | 

Ther fly thefe treafur2s, draw their impious ſwords, 

And brave the fury of their former lords; 

For Britain, waited o'er the circling main, 

Long ruPd, with boundleſs ſway, their fruitful plain, 

From hence, thro*. Gaul, oft led her conqu'ring bands, 

And on the brink of ruin plung'd her lands. 

To theſe Gaſcoigne unites her furious train, 

As in their guilt, companions in their pain; 

On lofty rocks, in vain, their cities ſtand, 

In vain their haughty, proud, imperious boaſt, 

They come to periſh on a foreign coaſt ! 

From Wolfe's dread hand to feel the vengeance juſt, 

And all their vanity to lay in duſt! 

Iberians fubje to the laws of- France; 

And mount o'er piles of ice the threat'ning ſteep 3 

They come confiding in ſuperior might, 

To meet their fate on Quebec's tow'ring height. 
To 
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To theſe Loſair unites her num'rous band, 
Like theſe to periſh on a forcign land ! 
Canada fees the gath'ring tumult far, 
And all her ſons pours forth to meet the war. 
All ages rous'd, obey the dire alarms, 
And countleſs nations thund'ring ruſh to arms. 
In ſwarms the Indians Icave their teeming woods, 
With hideous yells they pour along the ſhore, 
Theſe, all collected, join the hoſt of Gaul, 
Bent to preſerve the town, or bravely fall. 
Montcalm terrific rears his awful ſorm, 
And leads the fury of this gatlring florm; 
Not heav'n's dread frown could e'cr his rage controul, 
Nor hell's grim horrors fright his daring foul ; 
No fears, no toils, could ſhake his dauntleſs mind; 
No laws could limit, no reſtrictions bind; 
No widow's tears to him remorſe impart, 
Nor tender pity melt his callous heart; 
Long, with fierce rage, his vile rapacious hands 
Had hurt d deſtruction on Britannia's lands. 
Long had ſhe funk beneath his barb'rous force, 
And piles of flaughter mark'd his dreadful courſe ; 
But Wolfe's dread terrors; now, for vengeance call, 
And thou art doom'd, preſumpt'ous chief, to fall. 
Vaudrucil advancing next, in high command, 
With ampler virtues, takes his nobler ſtand ; 
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He, too, in fight, muſt yield his flecting breath, 
And fink, all glorious, in the arms of death. 5 


Leevey ſucceeds, a chief of high renown. 
Ramſay, the ruler of the neighb'ring town. 


Then Bougainville fore-doom'd by Heav'n's intent, 
To ſtand fecluded from the dire event. 


Led by theie chiefs thus rolPd the Gallic hoſt, 


Confus dly pouring o'er the thund'ring coaſt : 
Dreadful they here collect, in threat'ning pride, 
Their motley texrors or the rolling tide; 


Melb acted Sallie there with kilns mein, 


Here the gay Gauls in dazzling robes are feen, 


There horrid yells, here ſuouts perplex the ſtrand, 


And all in motion ſeems the quiv'riag land. 

So when fierce Boreas, from the boiſt'rous north, 
Rolls clouds on clouds wide jumbling ver the earth, 
In throngs the jarring elements are driv'n, 
In one huge maſs, earth, fire, air, water, hurP'd, 

To burſt in thunders on the trembling world 
Thrice had the ſun diurnat roll'd away, 

And dawning ſhows the fourth revolving day, 
And Wolfe had difembark'd on Orleans iſle ; 
When, charg'd with care, he gives the mighty word, 
And bids his chiefs attend the council-board ; 
Each leader hears his gen'ral's dread command, 


And quits the quarters of his vet'ran band; : 
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In ſhining robes they all at once advance, 
Scarlet, the terror of the ſons of France! 

With blazing gold unites a briſk array, 

And round the heroes throws a flood of day! _ 
Gold, oer their ſhoulders, flames with dazzling pride, 
Wave Oer their boſoms as they onward move. 
Rolrd in his God-like breaſt unnumber'd ſchemes, 
Forth thro? the camp to meet his gen'rals went, 
And pleag'd conducts them to his ſpacious tent; 
In order there they take their awful ſeats, 

While he the projects of his foul relates. 

My gallant friends, companions of my care, 

Ye dauntleſs heroes, thunderbolts of war, 

Now let your fame, your God-like glory ſhine, 
Now let your ſouls, your decds unite with mine, 
Rouſe all your efforts at your country's call, 

The mighty work in hand requires them all. 

To you, ray friends, for ſuccour I refer 

Wolfe is but young, and may be prone to err; 

To you will I my inmoit thoughts reveal, 

And not a project of my foul conceal. 
Wrapt in the bulwark of the circling ſkies, 
Glorious aloft ſhe mounts thro? upper air, 
Far o'cr the fury of unequal war; 1 
1 While 
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And guards each entrance to the frightful coaſt, 
Woods, rivers, mountains, wrap the hero round, 
And Nature's works fecure the dreadful ground. 
But yet, my friends, we muſt their pow'r annov, 
We mult, nay will, the Gallic pow'r deſtroy; 
And ſhe ſhall triumph, or her Wolfe expires! 
But firſt, ye chiefs, companions of my care, 
Or, give the Gallic camp one furious ſhock : 
Should we elude their gewraPs watchful fight, 
And undiſcover d mount yon tow'ring height, 
"Tis true our cannon might the town command, 
And range triumphant thro' the ſubject land: 
And thund'ring, from the ſteep, repulſe our line, 
Then from aloft the fiery tempeſt toſs'd, 
In one vaſt ruin muſt confound our hoſt; 
Whilſt ſlaughterd we muſt ſee them fenc'd on high, 
Nor have the glorious comfort brave to die ! 
But e'en ſhould we aloft our ſtandards rear, 
Would not the brave Montcalm oppoſe us there ? 
Fierce foes in front, a precipice behind. 
But ſhould we bravely on their trenches fall, 
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Our flects al 
Tho' all our legions meet a dire defeat: 
But if victorious we their lines o'erthrow, 
And from yon threat'uing poſt diſlodge the foe, 
Diſpers'd in woods they'll far from hence retire, 
And leave the town expos'd to all our fire : 
Fluſt'd with fucceſs our troops will dangers ſcorn, 
Thro' rocks, thro” rivers, ſhall their rage be borne, 
And Quebec fall in ſpite of all ker force? 
This is the ſcheme, my friends, I would purſue, 
This I ſhall follow, if approv'd by you; 
"Tis this alone can raiſe the Britiſh name, 
And crown our efforts with eternal fame ! 
Yet ſhould their camp our utmoſt force defy, 
The more advent'rous ſcheme we then may try, 
Curb the wild fury of deſtructive war; 
Nor ruth on defp'rate means till ury'd by fate. 
The glorious project all at once admire; 
All cry, approv'd, lead on, attack the foe, 
Do thou but lead, and we with tranſport go! 
But thus his words again attention claim, 
And calm'd the fervour of their kindling flame. 
With rapture I behold this god-like fire, 
O! may ſuch ardour all your deeds infpire ! 


Fa 


But . 


1 
But ſtay, my friends, attend to cautious care, 
Something is wanting ere we ruſh to war; 
While haughty France, from yon projecting lands, 

The wide expanſion of the deep commands; 

| While the, from Orleans, ſeconds all her force; 
And all the thunder of their guns defies ; 
Then let our fwords- expel their troops from thence ; 
Do thou, brave Moncton, lead thy ſquadrons hence; 
To Levies' point direct thy vet ran pow'rs, 
There ſhould you ſpecd, Quebec ſhall ſure be ours. 
And from this iſſfand chaſe the ſons of France. 
But you, ye gen'rous chiefs, that ſtay bebind, 
Ah! hide the doubts that may perplex your mind; 
Cheer all your trapps, extol' your country's name, 
Britannia's glory, all the charms of fame, 
Cry, All is well, if they but act their part, 
And rouſe, to ſmiling hope, each drooping heart 
For way'ring armies, ſtill to doubt a prey, 
Float in the paſſions that their chiefs betray. 
Some train the troops, with unremitted care, 
While others lead their ve:'rans forth to war. 
And thro the ifle a rapid progreſs makes, 


Before 
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Before his fury fly the Gallic bands, 


Moncton meanwhile, in ſhining ranks, diſplay'd, 
The four battalions of his fierce brigade, 
Anxious he waits till night's impervi vious ſcreen, 
Shall riſe to waft him, o'er the waves, unſ. 

Then he with haſte embarks his num'rous hoſt, 
And gains, with level oars, the ſouthern coaſt. 
Silent, the troops, deſcending on the ſtrand, 
In cautious order, wait their chicf's command, 
'The watchful hero gives the wary word : 
Reſtrain, my friends, your gen'rous rage reſtrain, 
Whilſt gloomy darkneſs covers all the plain, 

Here let us ſtand, ſecure in firm array, 

And wait with patience for the riſing day; 
For ſhould we paſs thro” lands untrode before, 
While night's dim thade obſcures the mazy ſhore, 
The foe might then our wand'ring hoſt invade, 
Or plunge us headlong in ſome ambuſcade; 

But if we take bright Sol to guide our courſe, 
Our troops, with prudence, may direct their force, 
He ſpoke.—The chiefs extend the gen'ral word, 
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Compatted cloſe they ſtand in firm array, 

And wait impatient for the riſing day: 

Detach'd from ev'ry fide lights ſcouts advance, 
To watch the motions of the fons of France. 

At length, in rofeat rays, the dawn fhot forth, 
And wak'd, from ger' ral reſt, the flumb'ring earth. 
Rous'd at her call the vetrans ruſn to arms, 
The rocks, the rivers, ring with dire alarms ; 
France, with amaze, declines the dreadful fray, 
0 mir 

And plunge, nn 
All, in a moment, yield to deſp'rate flight, 
And leave to Moncton all the tow'ring height. 
To bright Quebec this lofty rock once join'd, 
Form'd a huge mountain of ſtupendous kind, 
Whoſe front enormous ſpread from fide to fide, 
Loud ſhatt ring, rent a dreadful ſpace between; 
Yet {till aloft it o'er the river ſtands, 

And from its threat ning brow the town commands. 
Great MonQton now, with long unweary'd care, 
Prepares, from hence, to wing the gath'ring war. 
Are heap'd enormous o'er the groaning ſoil ; 
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Vaſt foreſts felld, with theſe, their aid ſupply, 
To heave the growing bulwarks to the ſky, 
Till from the utmoſt ſummit of the ſteep, 
They, like ſtupendous forts, &'erlook the deep. 


| Behind theſe walls extend long floors of oak, 
n 
The work complete, with dire deſtruction, fraught, 
War's bellowing engines, from the fleet, are brought; 
On heavy wheels the pond'rous cannon move, | 
And mount, by flow degrees, their poſts above. 
Huge mortars next ſuſtain'd on beds of oak, 
Are borne, with labour, up the ſtubborn rock ; 
Then, from aloft, to whirl wide tempeſts round, 
Grim, at each piece, a frightful warrior ftands, 
All, with deſtruction gorg'd, low bending down, 
Yawn, in dread horror, o'cr the trembling town. 
Amaz'd St. Laurence fees the black portent, 

And backward rolls to ſhun the dire event; 
| The woods, with horror, view the gith'ring woes; 
In miſts the mountains veil their quir'ring brows; 
Behind a cloud the fun aſtoniſtid lurks, 
And timid nature quakes thro' all her works! 
At length the word, the balcful word, is giv'n, 
Swift to each vent, each fiery match is driv'n; 
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Dreadful anon oer all the bellowing ſhore, 
Unnumber'd guns breathe forth their hideous roar ; 
All, with loud rage, and force reſiſtleſs, ſweep 
Vaſt ſtorms of ball acroſs the trembling deep, 
Wide as they fly, the waves, in fmoke, are loſt; 
Huge wrezths of ſmoke involve the black'ning coaſt, 
Then, on the town, the fiery tempeſts fall, 
And plunge, in ſeas of blocd, the ſons of Gaul. 
Bombs, bolts, and rattling lead, in one vaſt ſhow'r, 
Like ſtorms of whirling hail, around them pour 
Then as from high the ſwarming bombs deſcend, 
What hideous yells the trembling city rend ! 
They fall, they burſt, the dire exploſion ſweeps 
Streets thro? the air, whole temples to the deeps ! 
Snatch'd in the blaſt, diſmember'd thouſands fly, 
In ſhatter'd fragments, thro? the bleeding ſky ! 
Nor ends the blow with one tremendous ſhow'r ; 
Now kindling flames, o'er all the city, pour, 
Now, with keen rage, they thund'ring roar around, 
Burſt thro? vaſt domes, o'ertop the tott'ring mound, 
High o'er huge fanes and palaces aſpire, 
Till all the town appears one blaze of fire ! 
Here terror, flight, grim death, and rage, appear, 
Confuſion, ruin, anarchy, and fear. 
Whole ſcreaming crowds, whole fwarms of Gallia's 
Here fink, at in dire deſtruction loſt ; 
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Some plunge in flames, ſome gaſp in ſhow'rs of ball, 
While one wide, ſwallowing ruin roars o'er all! 
Enrag'd Montcalm beholds the carnage ſpread, 
And frantic flies thro' heaps of mangled dead. 
Swift, at his call, ruſh'd forth a threat ning band, 
Acroſs the tide, towards the ſouthern land ; 
. 
o coves ect 6 ran is ale, 
To ſwell the horrors of the dire alarms: 
Revenge | revenge | they ery, for kindred loft, 
And furious dart from off the trembling coal. 

But when in boats they ſtem the rolling flood, 

And nearer ftill approach the ſcene of blood, 

And all the courage of their fouls departs. _ 


The fancy'd foe approach in ev'ry wind; | 
The ranks before ſhrink back on theſe behind; 
The troops behind ſuſpect the troops before; EEE 
They march, they halt, look round, then march once 
more: 


They gaze, they ſtart, till, as their fears inſpire, 
Each ſees his friend inflam'd with hoſtile ire: 
One ſnaps his piece the quick contagion flies 
Shot follows ſhot, tumultuous groans ariſe z 
H 2 Thro' 
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Thro' all the lines promiſcuous firing runs; 
Swords againſt ſwords are claſh'd, and guns with 

6 
They break their ranks, they ſeck in vain to fly, 
They cruſh, are cruſh'd, ſelf-preſs'd the daſtards die; 
"Till piles of flain riſe grim o'er all the coaſt, 
And funk in blood is half their mangled hoſt ! 
Repaſs the river, loſt to Glory's charms, 
And fly the terror of the Britiſh arms. 
By their own coward fears, at once, o'erthrown, 
Pritaĩn elate ſtill o'er the trembling town, 
From tow'ring Levies, ſends her thunders down; 
En! ſtill the town, tho? hurFd in ruin all, 
Withitands the fury of her pouring ball. 
Twelve glorious days had on the world aroſe, 
And twelve long nights allur'd to ſoft repoſe, 
While Wolfe, to guard his poſt on Orleany' iſle, 
Strengthen'd, with martial works, each lofty pile. 
Where pale CGiſcaſe and helpleſs age retire, 
Securely plac'd, beneath the gen'ral's care, , 
Far from the fury of deſtructive war: 
For he, to ev'ry part, attention gave, 
In council prudent as in action brave. 
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The work compleat, he calls his num'rous hoſt, 
In order rang'd along the trembling coaſt, 
They, whilſt the fun deſcends, in patience ſtand, 
And joyful wait their gen'ral's dread command. 
Along the glittering line the hero flies, 
Thro' all the ranks he darts his rolling eyes, 
Then in the centre paus'd, and thus began : | 
Now on one ſtroke, our fate, our all, depends, 
My gallant foldiers, countrymen, and friends, 
Now is the time, the time that heav'n beſtows, 
To raiſe our glory, cruſh our country's foes 3 
Make impious France, beneath our ſhackles, groan, 
And crown, with endleſs fame, the Britiſh throne. 
Then rouſe, my friends, Rn 
Inſtant I lead to great, to glorious war; 
Een now I fee yon tott' ring ramparts fall, 
And in their ruin bury pride and Gaul. 
Nor let their numbers fill your ſouls with dread, 
Oft from true valour's wrath have numbers fled, 
And what great Edward did ſo now may we. 
Yes, O my friends, let Britain's glorious name, 
Her high illuſtrious deeds, her martial fame, 
Let Creſſy, Poictiers, Agincourt, inſpire, 
But ſome, perhaps, whoſe fouls are ſtruck with fear, 
eta tron. | 
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May ſay that Creſſy's hoſt aſſiſtance found, 
Had no dread rocks to pierce, no hideous mound ; 
But this, my friends, this {wells our high renown, 
And twines, with peerleſs wreaths, our laurel crown. 
For when loft France ſhall fink beneath our courſe, 
When we, with Heav'n-ſtrung might, ſhall cruſh her 

force, 

And bright Quebec bove Crefly be ador'd. 
But, O ſhould we not win yon glorious wall, 
Should we now baſely ſlirink from danger here, 
Heav'ns ! how the world would mock cur daflard 
| fear 3 | | 
How our wrong'd country ſcoff our vile return, 
And dafh our ev'ry joy with hideous fcorn z | 
Then ye might wiſh, abaild might with in vain, 
That death you'd found on Canada's curs'd plain. 
Nor would difgrace alone attend the deed, 
That hour we fly, Britannia's fall's decreed ; 
Then would Montcalm, with force reſiſtleſs, bear, 
'Thro? each loſt province, all the flames of war; 
Then would we ſoon, from theſe fair ſhores, be hurl, 


How ſhall I ſpeak the reſt; for much I fear 
The woes, the direful woes, would end not here; ” 
Yes, much I fear that then the conquering hoſt 
Would plunge, in whelming rage, en Albion's coaft 3 | 
| For 
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For when their wrath had cruſl'd our empire here, 
Would they not onward roll the ſtorm of war, 
Would they not pour on Albion's trembling ſhore, 
And plunge her towns her realms in wide uproar ? | 
Then ye might wiſh, enrag'd might wiſh in vain, 


That death you'd found on Canada's curs'd plain. 


Then rouſc, my friends, avert the threat'ning woe, 

Fly, wing your ſwords with vengeance on the foe; 

Think what Montcalm has done in times before, 

Nor let his barb' rous rage e er reach your ſhore, 1 
But while you erufh theſe tyrant fons of Gaul, = 
Let not your fury on the guiltleſs fall, 1 
Still let the weak, the poor, the helpleſs, ſhare 

The ſweets of peace amid the rage of war; 

"Tis not from theſe Gaul's rank injuſtice roſe, 
Then why not ſeek to mitigate tiicir woes. 

Do this, my friends, from private wrongs ſorbear, 
And Heav'n, with juſt ſucceſs, will crown our care, 
Do this, my friends, and Heav'n's reiſtleſs might, 
Win thie!d, from lawleſs rage, Britannia's right. 
For when cur fwords have pierc'd yon tott'ring mound, 
When all the Gallic pow'rs lie crufl'd around, 

Won by the gentle deeds that mark our way, 

Then ſball this T:ighty province own our ſway ; 
Then Gaub's vile reign ſhall here, for ever, ceaſe, 
And all the Britiſh ſubjects reſt in peace ! 
Then, oh! my friends, when all our foes are fled, 


* 
C0 
And hand our deathleſs names to future days! 
Haird by loud ſhouts, we'll gain our native ſhore, | 
And, in our country's love, be bleſs'd once more. 
Scarce had he fpoke when wide huzzas, fent forth, 
From all the hoſt, amaze the trembling earth, 
Three times the doubling echo rends the ſkies; 
And all the rattling heav'ns return the ſound. 
Swift the loud clamour reach d the camp of Gaul, 
He firaig't prepares to give the mighty blow, | 
And turn the gath'ring tempeſt on the foe. 
Now the tall ſhips, their ſwelling fails, diſplay, 
Then caſt their anchors near the northern ſhore, 
And launch their boats to waft the army o'er. 
And when the fun had reach'd his weſtern goal, 
And ſparkling flars glow round the glitr ring pole, 
When in the arms of reſt was Natuce loſt ; 
And laid in ſoft repoſe the Gallic hoſt, 


Great Wolfe, from Orleans iſle, embarks his bands, 
And gains, with fafe eſcorts, the northern lands. 

A river here deſcends, with thund'ring roar, 

Down dreadful falls, along the echoing ſhore ; 
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St. Laurence drains its tributary ſtore, 
And Montmorency was the name it bore : 
Steep woody hills its weſtern banks diſcloſe, 
Where lay, ſecurely fenc'd, the flumb'ring foes. 
Wolfe, on the eaſtern fide, now cautious lands, 
By calm manceuvres, all his vet'ran bands; 
Safe thro* night's darkſome gloom, they urge their way, 
His godlike care ſupplies the place of day ! 
Next, Ser the deep, the fleet their baggage bear ;/ 
The tents are pitch'd; the lines are mark d with care; 
The trench is ſunk ; uprear'd the tow'ring mound z 
Fen ere the dawn can beam her ſplendors round. 
Soon as the ruddy eaſt, with ſaffron glows, 
Their arduous taſk the pioneers purſu d, 
To fell, with ſtubborn blows, a neighb'ring wood. 
Arriv'd, they lift their threat'ning ſteel on high, 
Swift, thro' the wood, the rattling weapons fly; 
The groaning thickets feel a gen'ral ſhock, 
And ruſtling fink beneath the thund'ring ſtroke. 
Vaſt as they fall, they ſhake the trembling ground, 
The gallant Danks advanc'd, at Wolfe's command, 
From hoſtile foes, to guard the labouring band; 
Compacted cloſe his dauntleſs vet'rans ſtood, 
Beneath the covert of the ſhelt'ring wood. 
Now ſage Montcalm amaz'd beheld, from far, 
The ſwift approach of all-deſtructive war, 
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Then, with loud haſte, he ſends his fierce commands 
T6 all the Indian's grim terrific bands, 

Forth from the camp with inſtant ſpeed to go, 
And ſnatch ſome lucky chance to cruſh the foe. 
Rous'd by the ſcent of blood, the ſavage crew, 
Then, train'd in artful wiles, the wood ſurround, 
And ſtretch their hideous bulks along the ground; 
Like wel-taught ſpaniels gros ling, couching low, 
Unſeen they watch the motions of the foe; 
— and. 
With hideous yells, the rattling woods reſound; 
Thick flames burſt forth, loud bellowing thunders roar ; 
The heav'ns are rent; deep groans the echoing ſhore, 
Swift, from the fiery tubes, the tempeſt toſs d, 
With heaps of tumbling dead beſtrews the coaſt. 
Stun'd at the ſhock ſoon Albion's troops give ground, 
And fly the thund'ring deaths that flame around; 
But foon the charge renew, their poſt regain, - 
And bravely ſtand the well-conteſted plain. 

Now their loud guns return the dreadful fire, 
Craſh follows craſh, thick clouds of ſmoke aſpire. 
Shouts, groans and yells, wide rend the bellowing ſkies; 
Now here, now there, the dire confuſion flies ; 
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Vaſt ſhow'rs of lead fwift dart from fide to fide, 
In one cloſe corps the Britiſh ſquadrons ſtand; 
In various troops divides the Indian band, 
Thoſe on the field, with front unſhelter'd, dare, 
All the loud fury of the pouring war; 
And ſtand themſelves ſecur d from all its ire. 
Thus while the Britiſh troops maintain the fight, 
Still as each dauntleſs hero ſunk to night, 
The next advancing occupies his place, 
Till all the leſs'ning front contracts its fpace : 
Fill not a man the dreadful ſhock ſuſtains, 
But what is pierc'd by wounds, or torn by pains ! 
Spent with fatigue at length their iquadrons yield, 
And backward flow retire from off the field; 
Horrors on horrors then tumult'ous rife, | 
More direful clangs then tear the bellowing ſkies, 
Aſide their pond rous guns the Indians fling, 
And ofer the rattling field like lightning ſpring ; 
Thund'ring, they flaſh their inſtruments of woe, 
5 Swords, pikes, and axes o'er the ſcatt'ring foe. 
Swift flies the flaming ſteel, with ſlaughter, round; 
Torrents of guſhing blood pollute the ground; 
Wild, o'er the prey, Aal monſters roar, 
And lap, with ſavage jaws, tlie ſtreaming gore. 
Then in grim death ten thouſand forms are ſeen, 
All dreadful, varying oer the frightful greenm 
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There, from the life-warm trunk, the heart is torn, 
Here, from the mangled ſkull, the ſcalp is borne, 
There, on the proſtrate foe, the victors tread, 
And all is tumult, death, and wild uproar! 
But mighty Wolfe, who view'd the fight from far, 
Ruſh'd forth, enrag'd, to meet the furious war 
At his approach the victor focs give way, 
And in the midft of conqueſt iofe the day: 
Before his flaming ſword confus'd they run, 
And plunge, in ſhelt'ring woods, his wrath to ſhun. 
Thus prowling bears, impell'd by bunger's call, 
Full on the lion's court, with fury, fall, | 
While abſent he ſtrays forth, in ſearch of food, 
With favage jaws they rend his quiv'ring brood : 
But if the dreadful king appear in fight, 
And thus, when Wolfe appear'd, the cowards fled. 
Intrench'd the plain, fecur'd the riũng ground; 
| To deeds of high renown his foul he turns, 
And all his God-like breaſt with glory burns. 


Where down the rocks the thund'ring billows roar ; 
Above the falls he wings his rapid courſe, 
Explores the tide, furveys the Gallic force; 
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To try where beſt he might their fury dare, 
And thro' their lines impel the rage of war. 
But, all in vain! Montcalm collects his bands, 


Baffled in this, his ever fruitful mind 
With new obſtructions, new reſources joi'd ; 
He now reſolves to lure the ſubtle foe, | 
To come and meet him on the plains below. 
Now with keen taunts he dares their troops to ſight, 
He then, to rouſe their courage, mimics flight, 
But ſage Montcalm looks on with careleſs eye, 
Nor quits the dreadful poſt he holds on high. 
Stung at the cool reſerve the Gauls diſcloſe, 
he gen'rous Wolfe with indignation glows, 
Scarce can his temper quell his boiling breaſt, 
Or, keep the fury of his ſoul repreſt. 
When thus the chief had practis'd all his arts, 
He, from the fluggiſh ſcene, with haſte departs, 
To gallant Townthend yields a thort command, 
And pais'd the town to view the weſtern land: 
While from loud thun Fring guns diſplay'd on high, 
To thwart his courſe fierce fiery tempeſts fly. 
Calm on a lofty veſſel fwiftly borne, 
Cloſe by the bellowing rock he bounds with fcorn, 
The conſcious bark confeſs'd her ſacred load, 
And plows, with bolder front, the wat'ry road: 
Above the town the dauntlc(s chief explores, 
With all conſidering eyes, the hoſtile ſhores, 

5 To 


1 
To try where beit he might aſſault the rock, 
And give proud France the long-intended ſhock. 
But here new terrors ſtrike his wond'ring eyes, 
New hoſts appear, new ſcencs of danger riſe ; 
Rocks mount o'er rocks in ſtern tremendous pride; 
Vaſt cloud-capt forts their tow'ring fronts diſcloſe, 
And all is guarded by a world of foes. 
Amaz'd the chief beheld the dreadful ground, 
The frightful ieeps that wrap the city ound; 
He fees that Nature's works obſtruct his aims, 
And ſtraight his ſoul recurs to former ſchemes 5. 
Then, with bold heart, along the threatni:2 ſhore, 
Back to the diſtant camp, he ſteers once more: 
Swift down the rapid tide the chief is borne, 
And ſoon the army hail his wiſh'd return. 
Thrice fev'n long days had rolling wing'd their flight, 
And now the flumb'ring earth refign'd to night, 
Since Wolfe, from Orleans” iſle, had. reach'd the main, 
And dar'd to glorious fight the Gallic train; 
Collect the gen'rals in his lofty tent, 
All ſeated round in fix'd attention join'd, 
Now, rouſe, my friends, for glorious fight preparc, 
To-morrow's fun ſhall light our fouls to war; 
To morrow's ſun, our thund'ring arms I truſt, 
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Then mark the orders that I now proclaim, 
And let them guide your conqu'ring ſteps to fame, 
Let all the glitt ring hoſt in arms ariſe, 
Then in two corps the vet'ran band divide, 

I with the left will croſs the rolling tide, 


Back'd by the thund' ring fleets attempt the blow, 
And in their front intrenchmerts charge the foe. 
The right and centre led by thy command; 

An egreſs fafe acroſs the rolling wave ; 

And force a paſſage thro? their ranks to mine. 

To aid the fury of the gathering ſtorm, 
Cloſe by the ſhore our num'rous fleets ſhall form, 
Full on the foe their thund ring guns ſhall play, 
And level all that dare oppoſe thy, way. 

No uſeleſs precepts here ſhall *ſcape my tongue, 
None but purſue the riglit, and ſhun the wrong. 
Long have you all rever'd your, native ſhore, 
Let this great rule direct, I aſk no more. 

They to their ſpacious tents in haſte return; 
There in the arms of reſt they loſe their care, 
And foon their wearied ſtrength from fleep repair. 
I 2 Yet 
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Yet God-like Wolfe by anxious fears oppreſt, £ 
Far ver the field till flies from balmy reſt; 
Oft chro night's gloom he treads the camp around, 
Leſt Gaul, by ſtealth, through theſe ſhould force ker 
way, 


And cruſh the hopes of the fucceeding day. 
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W AR, thou curſt bane of all the joys of earch, 
From whence didſt thou derive thy hideous birth ? 
Say what dark pow'r, what foe to ſmiling peace, 
Firſt ſent thee here to ſcourge the human race ? 
Was it that burning hett, enrag'd to find 

No plague that pleas'd her to torraent mankind, 
With wide-breatld roar, from all her fiery round, 
From all her gulphs, from all her deptks profound, 
Cali'd all her wrath, in one tremendous hour, | 
To form thy birth, theu moſt accurſed pow'r, 
Then bid her ſaakes, her fires, her gorgons, you 
Their blackeſt terrors round thy griſly head: 

Hell, with infernal ſmiles, now pleas'd, ſurvey "4 
The plague-ſwoln moniter that her wrath had made. 
Then from her hideous gulph the beicl'd thee forth, 
To waft her horrors to this peaceful earth, 

Well haft thou fince diſcharg'd the taſk aiſizn'd, 
And pour'd unheard- of torments on mankind 
And now, with all thy ſtormy glooms oerſyt dad, 
With all thy tempeſts low'ring round thy head ; 
Grimly thou tow'reſt Quebec's lo:t coat, , 
To roule to dircſul ſtrife each adverſe hoſt. 
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Soon as the glitt' ring ſource of welcome day, 
dots thro” the yielding air a dawning ray, 
ill the camp Britannia's yer'ral flies, 
ids his flumb'ring bands to conqueſt riſe. 
t the call, dull Sleep forſakes his reign, 
ie hoſt ruſld thund'ring on the plain: 
un ran. to rank the chief, inſpiring, flies, 
Now kere, now there, he darts his ſparkling eyes; 
Then cries, To fame, my friends, PlI clear your way; 
Do you prepare, ſuſtain the glorious fray. 
He then, with rapid ſtepe, approach'd the ſtrand, 
And from the hoft draws of 2 nuz1'rous band | 


There, in the navy's boats embark'd, they all 
Prefs from the ſtore to gain the camp of Gaul; 


Wolfe for this band, with kzen aſſiduous care, 
Had cul”Pe tic troops that beit might ſtem the war , 
Wide ſpread their fronts with high terrific mien, 


Huge and robult their vig'rous limbs are ſeen. 


Theſe, ſcill, the terror of proud Gallia's coaſt, 

Were Grenadiers, the fow'r of Albion's hoſt ; 

Lach in his hand a pond'rous muſket bears, 

Theſe burnill'd tubes are tipp'd with glitt ring ſpears ; 

Round each a dazzling belt appears diſplay'd, 

From whoſe dread curve depends a threat'ning blade; 

While a huge ſhaggy pouch, low hung beneath, 

Is Pd with fierce grenades, the domes of death: 

Thirtzzn diviſions mark the num'rous band, 

QC'er each a c:iptaia fpreads his wide command 
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Now with dark frowns o'er all the coaſt afar, 

In gen'ral motion, ſeems the front of war; 

And inſtant darts amid the wat'ry roar; 

In far-ſtretch'd lines, acroſs the rolling tide ; 

Cloſe in the rere, with many a canvaſy'd cloud, 

His ſwarming ſhips, in countleſs numbers, crowd ; 
'Tow'ring, they ſteer ſwift tow'rds the trembling ſhore, 
And ope their ports to breathe their fiery roar ; 
While their wide flutt ring ſtreamers, rais'd on high, 
With many a dazzling fold, emblaze the ſky. 
While thus the Britiſh troops ruſh forth in arms, 

High on a range of hills expanded wide, 

| Stretch their vaſt lines to where St. Charles pours 
His filver ſtream beneath Quebec's high tow'rs ; 
Full in the front of theſe ſtrong poſted bands, 
The huge St. Laurence all his waves expands; 
Along their flanks the leſſer ſtreams deſcend, 
And either wing, with w mounds, defend; 
While a huge circling wood, that ſeems to riſe 
Thick as night's glooms, and tow'r into the ſkies, 
With many a darkfome ſhade, enfolds the rere, 
And from that quarter wards the rage of war. 
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Still Albion's troops preſs on to meet the fight. . 
Rous'd at their dreadful din Montcalm aroſe, 
And up the loftieſt ſteep with ſpeed he goes; 
Soon round him there all Gallia's gen'rals crowd, 
While thus with thund'ring voice he cries aloud : 
Now, O ye heroes, now theſe eyes have ſeen 
What long my heart, my ſoul, has wiſh'd in vain ; 
See how the foe lead on their threat'ning bands, 
o fue for death from your victorious hands; 
But let us here, behind the cov'ring mound, 
With ſteady rage, maintain this dreadful ground. 
Here let us all on this itupendous height, 
Wait the fierce coming of the glorious fight; 
And when the foe roll on with threat'ning irc, 
Full on their front we'll aſh a whelming fire; 
Soon to its dreadful fhock their ranks ſhall yield, 
And load with flaughter'd piles the ſmoking field; 
While we, ſecur'd by theſe all-ſhelt'ring walls, 
Shall mock the fury of their pouring balls. 
Le: not a ſingle man deſert his poſt ; 
Let not a mar purſue the routed band, 
Or he, by Heav'n, ſhall die beneath this hand; 
For dare we madly quit our fences here, 
Would not Wolfe's valour ſoon reverſe the war? 
Ves, O my friends, we mult with caution ſteer, 
Wolſe is the mighty chief we have to fear. 
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Cape Breton thou canſt prove his conquering force, 
And we ſhould dread his fierce impetuous courſe; 
Howe'er, let all our ſavages advance, 
And poſt their crowds behind the lines of France; 
They ſhall enough the hideous carnage ſpread, 
And gorge our greedy eyes with feaſts of dead; 
For well they're fkilld to cruſh a ſcattring foe, 
And lay, by fcalping, countleſs armies low: 
Some tho there are, who ſcrupulouſly nice, 
Dare call this ſcalping law a barb'rous vice, 
I, by experience, long its uſe can prove, 
And what ſhould fway the foul but patriot love ? 
What, tho' my triumphs ſhook Ofwego's land, 
Tho” vaſt Fort William funk beneath my hand, 
How would this Cer have rais'd my native ſhore, 
Had not my fteps been mark'd with tides of gore ? 
Had not the Indians, ſway'd by my command, 
Plung'd in immediate death each congquer'd band. 
For theſe who live may yet retort their pain, 
But thoſe who die neer riſe in arms again. 
Thus did Montcalm fupport deſtruction's cauſe, 
Thus did he urge the breach of Nature's laws; 

His chiefs approve, with haſte his orders bear, 
And all their legions for the 6ght prepare. 
Naw while the ſun his flaming chariot drove 
Thro' the high ſummit of his courſe above, 
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As ſwift they ſtrain'd to reach the hoſtile coaſt; 
A dire miſchance befel the Britiſh hoſt : 
| Beneath the waves here riſe huge fhoals of ſand, 
With far ſtreteb'd bulk, along the northern land; 
Tear up the ſurge to gain the deſtin'd ſhores ; 

All, with one gen'ral ſhock, on theſe ſtrike ground, 
France, with delight, beheld the dreadful blow, 
And ſtraight prepares to fwell the gath ring woe; 
Swift from the guns of all her lines expire 

Vaſt ſhow'rs of ſhells, vaſt ſheets of ſmoke and fire ; 
Full on the boats the burſting ſtorms are driv'n, 
And lo the waves are bellowing daſt'd to Heav'n. 
Fix'd on the pile remains the Britiſh hoſt ; 

Some the fierce ſtorm now whelms in ſeas of blood, 
Some fink in crowds, beneath the circling flood; 
While ſulph'rous glooms throw round a difmal night, 
And whirling waves preclude the means of flight; 
Then when call'd forth by Albion's God-like chief, 
The dauntleſs failors flew to bring relief; 

Urg'd by his voice, with fearleſs ſteps they tread, 
Throꝰ ſeas of blood, thro' ſhoals of mangled dead; 
They toil, they fweat, till their ſtrong arms prevail, 
And draw from off the bank each flime-clozg'd fail ; 
Now the great chief forſakes his baffled hoſt, 
To view with ſearching eyes the hoſtile coait ; 
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And guide thro? threat' ning ills his troops to land; 
A boat is launch'd, whoſe ſtrong and convex form, 


Calm in this bark the godlike Wolfe is ſeen, - 
Then bold he ſteers towards the threat'ning ſhore, 
Tho? round his head the fiery tempeſts roar. 
Montcalm beheld the dauntleſs chief afar, 
Now, now's the time, he cries, to end the war: 
Charge high your cannon, point at yonder foe, 
And end, with mighty Wolfe, your country's woe. 
Fir'd at the call, his troops obedient haſte, 
yoon in a mortar's throat a bomb is plac'd ; 
Huge is the pond'rous ſhell, of texture thin, 
Now with nice art, by movement ſubtly flow, 
Roug'd by a match loud roar its thund'ring fires, 
Swift thro? the air the tow'ring bomb aſpires; 
Then wheeling down, its flaming orb preſents, 
And Oer the 3 beat bs fury vents, 
Dreadful it burſts, earth hears 8 the frightful ſound, 
And all the bellowing deeps recoil around. 
But Heav'n from mighty Wolfe averts the ſtroke, 
Tho? ſtartled nature finks in clouds of ſmoke 
Tho death on ev'ry fide flies dreadful round, 
Safe from the threat'ning ſhock the hero's found; 
| : Nor 
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Nor falls till thou, O loſt Montcalm, ſhall yield, 


Cruſh'd by his hand, the Jong-conteſted field ; 

High on the ſtem he rears his awful form, 

And views with fearleſs eye the threat'ning ſtorm : 
Come on, he cries, ycur matchleſs worth diſplay, 
Come on, my friends, your chief ſhall lead the way; 
'Thro' feas of flame direct your dauntleſs courſe, 
Approach the foe,” contemn their threat'ning force. 


This deed on us immortal Fonour draws, 


*Tis glorious fure to die in Britain's eauſe. 

His vig'rous words now oll his friends infpire, 
They ply their oars, t'12y dart thro” flocds of fire; 
They reach the coalt, they dare the guns of Gaul, 
Tho” ver their heads deſcend thick ſhow'rs of ball. 
Calmly the chief now views the hoſtile ſhores, 


He each ſtrong poſt, he ev'ry creek explores, 


He finds the with'd-for ſpot, his troops to land, 
Then backward rows and joins his anxious band ! 
Throꝰ all the hoſt he ſends his voice afar, 

He bids the chiefs lead on the ruſhing war; 


At his command ſwift move the rapid oars, 


The veſſels dart, they reach the threat'ning ſhores ; 


Quick from the light ning boat the vet'rans bound, 


They ſhake the coaſt, their rattling arms reſound, 
Headlong they ruth, by frantic rage impelFd, 
Fierce on the foe, acrofs the trembling field : 
They in their wrath no form, no order, heed, 
But with dire tumult mark their furious ſpeed ; 
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Before their ſteps aſcends a threat' ning ſteep, 


Behind them rolls the wide tumultuous deep; 
High on the hill, intrench'd, appear the foe, 

Who downward point their inſtruments of woe; 
And ready ſtand to belch deſtructive fire. 
Cloſe by the tide a ſtrong redoubt aroſe, 

To guard the beach from all invading foes, 

Vaſt ſwarms of Gauls defend its tow'ring mound, 
An ample foſſe ſecures its dreadful round; 

Above, below, is ſenc'd the kideous coaſt, 

And nought but death ſurrounds the Britiſh hoſt. 
Great Wolfe beheld, with anxious cares oppreſt, 
Foreboding fears weigh down his manly . 
Iligh on a bark he views the kindling war, 

And thus his thund' ring voice he ſends afar : | 
Oh, my brave friends, reſtrain your headlong courſe, 
Calm, calm this rage, collect your fcatter'd force, 
Do in firm ranks but range your ſquadrons here, 
And I myſelf will lead you on to war; 

But, oh till then, your gen'rous rage reſtrain, 
Spare your own lives, nor let me call in vain. 

In vain the winds his loud inſtructions bear, 
The uſcleſs words are loſt in empty air; 
Thun@&ring the troops ſtill wildly pour along, 
Ard in their ſury ſweep the Gallic throng. 
Swift from the ſtrong redoubt theſe urge their light, 
And drive for refuge up the tow'cing height; 
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| Now while their clarions yield a thund'ring found, 
| That ſhakes the earth and rings the heav'ns around, 


Fierce the loud conqu'rors preſs the routed rear, 
And up the hill ſwift roll the tide of war: | 
With ardour mad they mock their firm array, 


And wildly ruſh to meet the furious fray; 


But, lo, while thus with fierce impetuous force, 
Full on the frowns of fight they urge their courſe, 
Calm from on high the dauntleſs ſons of Gaul 

Full on their front they flaih the whirling ſire; 
Then all at once, with loud re-echoing roar, 

Vaſt ſtorms of ball fly oer the trembling ſhore, 
Dreadful in crowds they fell the Britiſh hoſt, 


And leave whole ſquadrons gaſping on the coaſt ; 


Inſtant theſe troops are all in horror drown'd, 
Stunn'd at this dreadful ſhock; the tott'ring line, 
Swiftly recoiling, fly their great deſign; 

No place, no rank, no firm array they keep, 

But headlong tumble down the whirling ſteep, 
While loud behind the fiery tempeſts roar, | 
And load with flaughter'd piles the groaning ſhore. 
Thus while they drive in wild tumultuous rout, 
All for protection ſeek the ſtrong redoubt; 
Some refuge take behind the ſhelt ring mound, 
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While all amaz d, diſmay'd, appalPd with fear, 
This way and that, fly round to ſhun the war: 

The God-like Wolfe, with gen'rous rage, beheld 
Confuſion ſpread o'er all the trembling field, 
Then thro' the ranks with fiery ſteps he flies, 
And thus with thund'ring voice infpicing cries :— 
Shame, oh! my friends, for ſhame, your ſtrength recall; 
Heav'ns ! would you here in heaps ignobly fall? 
Heav'ns ! would you all thus yield to wild affriglit, 
And not dare riſe to brave the glorious fight? 
Think ſhould theſe mgunds bow down to Gallia's fire, 
How we're expos'd to all her whelming ire; 
Then couragey friends, let fame your boſoms warm, 
Collect your might, oppoſe the threat'ning ſtorm ; 
Tis better, ſure, with fame reſign our breatli, 
Than vilely thus diſgrac'd to fink in death. 

Nobly he ſpoke, he dauntleſs darts along, 

He checks, propels, collects the gath'ring throng, 
Then with bold ſtride he quits the ſk<1t'ring mound, 
Tho' death in fiery globes flies dreadful round, 

Stern as a God, midſt all the ſtormy tow'rs, 
And waves his ſword, and calls his vet'ran pow'rs 

Rous'd at his voice, Britannia's ſquadrons all 

Quit their dark dens, the ſoſſe, and ſhelt'ring wall, 
Thick 'in vaſt crouds with ſhouts re-echoing loud, 
Wide o'er the beach the ſwarming legions crowd 
Now in the front of all the thund'ring ſtorm, 

In vain their ſhatter'd lines attempt to form, 
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Still as refolv'd to brave the deſp'rate fray, 
| Thick'ning they ſeek to crowd in firm array, 
Loud ver their heads the rattling tempeſt pours, 
And whelms whole ſquadrons in its pond'rous ſhowrs ; 
Eſſay in ranks to ſtretch their gath'ring hoſt, 
Thrice with grim front, and bold determin'd air, 
Onward they rolPd to brave the threat'ning war; 
But thrice from high flew down the thun@'ring fire, 
And burſt their ranks before its whirling ire, 
Blew them in atoms round the echoing ſhore, 
And kurPd the field in death and wild uproar 
Now on all fides, or all the coafts around, 
Now et aub's huge lines thro front, and left, and rear, 
All with like fury feel the ſhocks of war; 
Cloſe by the ſhores, high ſraught with gath'ring ſtorms, 
The Britiſh fcets diſplay their threat ning forms, 
Loud from their decks the rattling guns reſound, 
Shook at the bla the bellowing deeps rebound 3 
Full on the camp the fiery tempeſts fall, 
And hurl in ruin all its vircling wall; 
Far on the right meanwhile in firm array, 
To war the Britons urge their threat' ning way; 
Full in their van, with high terrific mien, 
Guiding their courſe, is God-like Townſhend feen 
Loud ſwell their drums, their ſhrilling ſifes afar, 
And rouſe their fouls to brave the gloricus war, 
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Wing'd by the found they ſkim tl echoing plain, 
With ſteps ſtill faſhion'd to the varying ſtrain ; 
„on the eaſtern bank, high o'er the ſtorm, 
A tow'ring hill diſplays its rev'rend form, 
Whoſe heav'n-topt front o'erlooks the neighbouring 
coaſt, | 
And from its brow commands the Gallic hoſt : 
Wolfe on this ſteep, from off the circling plain 
Of deep-mouth'd engines, rear'd a num'rous train, 
From theſe loud guns, tremendous flames expire, 
Dreadful beneath fly round the whelming ſhow'rs, 
And rake from flank to flank proud Gallia's pow'rs; 
While thus from high the fiery tempeſts fall, 
What dire confuſion fills the camp of Gaul, 
Vaſt {how'rs of lead there cloud the heav'ns all o'er, 
There burit huge ſhells, here bellowing mortars roar z 
There from each ſteep rolls many a deathful ſcream, 
Here the loft tents are wrapt in floods of flame; 
On ev'ry fide, on ev'ry dreadful poſt, 
In countleſs ſinks the tumbling hoſt, 
While the loud thunders ſhake the trembling ground, 
And hills and vales appear convuls'd around : 
Thus did all nature ſcem in tumult loſt, 
And wild confuſion ſpread thro” all the coaſt; 
So when the world's vaſt frame is ſhook around, 
When with deep rumbling earthquakes heaves the 
ground, | 5 
| E 3 Earth 


1 } 
Earth with grim yawn pours forth huge ſeas of fire, 
Loud thuncers roar, flames flaſh, and ſmokes aſpire, 
Wide thro” all Nature's works confuſion ſpreads, 
Whole nations fink in dire combuſtion hurP'd, 
And one convulfive ruin rends the world. | 
And on the beach draws up his vet'ran bands; 
He, when he ſaw the gath'ring tumult far, 
From fteepy Levies ruſh'd to meet the war, 
While his dread ſelf ſhines tow'ring at their head, 
Onward he leads to prop the tott'ring fray, 
Wolfe thro” the army ſends his loud commands, 
He bids the chiefs lead off their tot ring bands, 
He bids them all to ſhun the pouring war, 
Inſtant behind the new-fornr'd lines repair: 
Aw'd by the fulneſs of his high controul, 
To Moncton's rear the routed ſquadrons roll; 
There, in cloſe ranks, foon all the gath'ring train 
Throng, and prepare for glorious fight again, 
While wide before their life-warm mounds aſpire, 
But, lo, fad chance, juſt when in firm array, 
Ouward they roll once more to meet the fray, 
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When their fierce ſouls, all fir d by glory's flame, 


The heav'ns grow black, full many a dark' ning cloud 
Throw oer fad Nature's face their diſmal ſhroud, 
Grim boding ſigns on ev'ry fide appear, 

And diſtant rumblings ſpeak a tempeſt near; 

Soon with huge ſhocks loud bellowing winds ariſc, 
They foam, they daſh, againſt the quiv'ring ſhore; 
Loud ver their heads it whirling boils around, 
And threats to plunge them in its gulf profound : 
The mighty Wolfe beheld the danger riſe, 

And ſtraight his boſom heaves with manly ſighs, 
Now, oh! my friends, we muſt the ſield reſign, 
Inſtant we muſt the dang'rous fight decline; 
See with what rage the huge o'erwhelming tide, 
In tumbling waves boils round on ev'ry fide; 
Here, if we ſtay, we plunge in endleſs night, 
Or ſtand ſhut out from ev'ry means of flight : 
But, courage, friends, tho we the field forego, 
A future day ſnall cruſh the victor foe, 
A future day retrieve our high renown, 

And pull the tow'ring pride of Bourbon down. 
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The hero ſpoke—ccmpos'd, the chiefs obey, 
Swift to their boats they take their eager way; 
With loaded guns a band protects the rear, 
And checks the fury cf the pouring war, 
While the fad crowds that wounded bleed around, 
They, in their haſte, leave welt'ring on the ground. 
When thus the Indians ſaw the hoſt retire, 
Down from the ſteep they ruſl'd with whirling ire, 
Wide o'er the beach in countleſs ſwarms they crowd, 
They wave their blades, they thund'ring ſhout aloud, 
With ſavage blows they ſtrike the wounded dead, 
And tear the fcalp from each defenceleſs head: 
Among the troops that groan all maugled here, 
Two nobly brave provincial chiefs appear, 
_ Peyton, array'd in youth's moſt graceiul charms, 
And Archterlony far renown'd in arms ; 
As theſe had long, urg'd on by glory's flame, 
Together toil' to reach the heiglits of fame, | 
They, by a world of kind endearing arts, 
Had bound, in friendſhip's bonds, their mutual hearts; 
Long had they fought beneath the fame command, 
One {ill their corps as one their native land z 
Long the ſame views had rous'd their fouls to fire, 
And both their boſoms felt but one deſire. 
But, oh! ſad friends, theſe tender ſcenes are O'er, 
For ſoon ye part, alas! to meet no more; 
For while great Peyton, late with gen'rous care, 
| Foremoſt advanc'd to urge his troops to war, 
A furious 
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A furious ball, by matchleſs force impell'd, 

Swift thro” his knee its dreadful progreſs held; 

Burſt at the ſhock the crackling finews broke, 

And down he funk beneath the pond'rous ſtroke, 

Prone on the earth, bereft of pow'r, he lies, 

When Archterlony, filfd with grief, beheld 

His wounded friend, thus helpleſs on the field; 

Daſh'd for a while, in ſadly dumb amaze, 

Around he caſts a wild diſtemper d gaze, 

Then to protect the chief with haſte he fped, 

Oh, art thou gone, my brave, my hapleſs friend, 

Has envious fat: decreed thy mournful end; 

Oh, art thou gone, muſt I thus tamely fee, 

And muſt I live, thus live, depriv'd of thee ? 

No thou ſhalt ftill eſcape ſurrounding death, 

Or I will yield, thy friend will yield his breath. 

Thee, wille he fpcke, he duets with eager fpoed, © 

But, lo, a ball prevents the gen'rous deed ; 

Swift thro” his breaſt it ſoon a paſſage tore, 

And ftretch'd him welt' ring in a tide of gore: 

And o'er the beach their ſlaught' ring courſe they bend, 

Tho? the fad friends, oppreſs'd with many a wound, 

Thus helpleſs pale lie groaniag on the ground, 

Merc'leſs on them they aim their deadly ſpite, 

Reſol w d to plunge them in the realms of night, 
Wapeſick, 
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Wapeſick, a wretch, whoſe keen remorſcleſs blade 
Had many a wounded foul in darkneſs laid. 
To Peyton now directs his threat ning way, 


Meanwhile his hapleſs friend, far fer chit wii, 
Lay ſereen'd from fight by hills of circling flain; 
Night o'er his ſoul had her dark ſhadows ſpread, 
And death's thick glooms ſeem'd gath'ring round his 
head, 
At length awoke by bellowing diſcord's ſound, 
Eager he throws his languid eyes around, 
Wapeſick he fees, with fierce impetuous force 
Swift tow'rds his friend directs his threat'ning courſe; 
Shock'd at the fight, he rears his tott'ring head, 
And calls with fault'ring voice in vain for aid: 
B:fl:d in this, tho” worlds of rending pain 
Tear his pierc'd breaſt and thrill thro' ev'ry vein, 
Tho” from his wound ſtill flows the life-warm blood, 
And all his ſtrength ebbs out amid the flood, 
Wild from the earth he's ſeen to riſe once more, 
And forward crawl along the flipp'ry ſhore, 
To feek what beſt might cruſh the bard'rous foe, 
And reſcue Peyton from the gath'ring woe; 
Not far from hence a glitt ring muſket lay, 
That ſcatter'd death in many a dreadful fray, 
Late 
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| Breathleſs its bearer tumbled on the ſhore ; 

Now with deſtruction gorg'd it loads the earth, 

And ready ſtands to belch its fury forth, 

The mournful chief, now ting'd with hope, beheld 

The wiſh-for weapon preſs the reeking field; 

Then to it ſwift he all his fpeed addreſs'd, 

And, riſing, aim'd it at the Indian's breaſt; 

He draws the trigger, ſoon the ſpring rebounds, 

The hammer yields, the rattling ſteel reſounds, 

Loud from the tube burſts forth the fry roar, 

And clouds of ſmoke obſcure the trembling ſhore, 

Juſt as the barb'rous foe &er Peyton's head, 

With merc'leſs fury, waves his threatning blade, 

Swift thro” his breait the ball a paſſage found, 

And bore his ſoul out thro” the wound, 

Straight from his hand down dropt the rattling ſteel, 

And hugcly vaſt the tumbling monſter fell, 

Foul Safquinatius, whoſe ferocious mind 

In all the deeds of mcrelefs Wapeſick * 

Sprang to revenge, acroſs the trembling plain, 

Reſolv'd that Peyton mult reſign his breath, 

And fall a victim to fell Wapeſick's death; 

But Archterlony mark'd his dreod;ut flight, 

He rous'd his foul, collects his gath'ring might, 

His wound forgot, he darts along the field, 

And o'er his friend he ſtands a dauntleſs ſhield ! 
Fierce, 
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Fierce, while with horrid grin, the barb'rous ſoe 
Darting on Peyron wings a threat'ning blow, 
Great Archterlony, rous'd by wild affright, 
In one huge effort puts forth all his might, 
Whirling his fpear-arm'd tube with matchleſs force, 
He on the Indian's thigh directs its courſe, 
Juſt where the finews knit the nervous joint, 
With merc'lefs fury drives the ruthleſs point; 
Then with loud roar he tumbling ſhakes the ground, 
And all the echoing hills reply around. 
There, as he lies, his Kindling fout takes fire, 
He ſtarts, he bounds, he foams with burning ire; 
In vain he ſtarts, in vain he tugs, he ſtrains, 
Fix'd in his thigh the ruthleſs ſteel remains; 
The hero drives it thro? the rending wound, 
And pins him down defenceleſs to the ground. 
Juſt then a gen'rous Briton ſaw from far 
The wounded chief ſuſtain the rage of war, 
He quits the hoſt, he darts o'er heaps of ſlain, 
To bear him ſwift from off the thundring plain; 
Come, O great Sir, the flutt'ring ſoldier crics, 
Come, fly with me, now all th' army flies; 
Thee Fl bear hence—haſte, truſt thyſelf to me; 
Oh haſte, nor let us mourn a loſs like thee. 
To whom, ſerenely calm, the chief replies — 
While a bright gleam of joy beams o'er his eyes, 
Brave is the God-like foul that dwells in thee, 
But all thy gen rous care is loſt on me; 
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For 10 keen mortal pangs my body rend, 
Death is the greateſt bliſs that Heav'n can ſend; 
But there's my mouruful friend, he ſtill may live, 
There let thy tender care fome ſuccour give, 
Give but theſe eyes him fafe from harm to fee, 
And you'll have granted more than life to me. 
The hero ſpoke, amaz'd the vetran ſtands, 
Again the chief renews his mild commands: 
ous'd by his voice the dauntleſs ſoldier bore 
The wounded Peyton thro” the thund'ring ſhore ; 
Then to the wond'ring hoſt his load conveys, 
Tho round his head the fiery tempeſt plazs. 


Thus when the God-like chief, with tender care, 


Had reſcued his Peyton from the rage of war, 


Pleas'd to have ſcreenꝰd from death fo „ 


Calm he prepares to meet his glorious end: 

Now from his arm ſoon all its ſtrength retires, 

For now no more his friend that ſtrength requires, 

Stretch'd on the pit'leſs ſhore he's ſeen to wait, 

With brows of ſweet ſerenity his fate, 

Around him fwift the ſwarming Indians crowd, 

They ware their fwords, they vent their threats aloud, 

Now all at once a thouſand blades deſcend, 

A thouſand blows at once his body rend; 

His ſoul takes wing, it the bleſt abode, 

And blends with ſeraphs round the throne of God; 

Then with keen rage, unmatch'd in times before, 

Dreadſul they gaſh his guiltleſs face all o'er, 
-.- | Full 
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Full in the wound their ſavage fingers thrown, 
With merc'lefs fury bare the recking bone; 
Then high in air the bloody ſcalp is borne, 
And mock'd, and ſcoſf d, and daſh'd with hideous 
| icorn : SE 
Wolfe o'er the waves conducts his mournful hoſt, 
Soon near his former poſt he careful lands, 
And in the camp fecures his vet'ran bands; 
Now when the fun had veiPFd his facred light, 
And riſing ſtars proclaim approaching night, 
Calls the remainder of his vanquiſh'd train. 
The mournſul mandate reach'd great Townſhend's ear, 
And groaning deep he quits the dreadful war; 
Then with fad fouls, that ſtung with gen'rous ſhame, 
Weep or the dark departure of their fame, 
Back to the camp his ſilent ſquadrons move, 
There for a time they yield to foft repoſe, 
And, loſt in fleep, forget their country's woes; 
Withdraws from reſt to iy to gloomy grief, 
Thro' night's dark ſhades he treads the penſive coaſt, 
To guard from foul furprize the vanquiſh'd hoſt, 
Left pride-fwoln France ſhould ſteal a fatal blow, 
And lay the remnant of his army low; 


Here, 
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Here, as he moves, what thoughts tumultuous roll, 
What woes afflift, what cares diſtract his ſoul ? 
He fees his king, with phantoms vain, impreſt, 
View in fond hopes his country's wrongs redreſt, 
He fees the nation then with joy elate, 
On his high worth depend their future fate; 
He hears the world, with expectation all, 
He fees theſe hopes, theſe expectations loſt, 
otung te the quick hs brave, his gen rous breatt, . 
Reſolves on death, if not with conqueſt bleft. 
Thus did the hero paſs the gloomy night, 
Nor think of reſt till beams the morning light, | 
Then a ſhort ſpace he yields to fleep's ſoft reign, 2 
And wakes to tread the fame dark round again; 1 
Thus while a wayward moon, with changeful ray, 
Thro” one long round purſues her circling way, | 
Still as dull night's thick glooms o'erſhade the earth, 
Anxious thro' all its damps he wanders forth, 
And as returning, Sol ſtill deigns to riſc, b 
Seals in a ſhort-liv'd reſt his languid eyes z | 
At length by care, by ceaſeleſs watchings, worn, | 
At length by grief, by piercing anguiſh, torn, 
To foul diſeaſe his diſappointment turns, 
And all his kindling frame with fervour burns; 
Now on his couch, to fickly glooms reſign'd, 
Pchold the ſad, the God-like chief, confin'd, 


L 2 | A fiery 


E 


A fiery fume ſwift glows thro” all his blood, 

And in dire tumult throws its crimſon flood, 
Fierce the warm fervour mounts thro? ev'ry vein, 
And caſts a miſt around his dark'ning brain; 

Loſt in the cloud bewilder'd reaſon ſtrays, 

And from his foul withdraws her gentle rays; 
Around his tent the mournful ſoldiers crowd, 
They breathe their ſighs, they vent their griefs aloud, 
They for their Wolfe enquire with anxious fear, 
While from each eye rolls down the ſorrowing tear; 
All as a father weep the generous chief, 

And all the army ſeems one burſt of grief; 

But whether rent by fierce corroding pain, 
Whether his foul is loſt in frantic hate, 
Or reaſon free reſumes her former ſeat; 
Britannia's woes ſtill all his thoughts employ, 
Theſe in his foul new ſcenes of anguiſh raiſe, 
And add new fury to the keen diſeaſe : 
When ten long days in ficknefs wing their flight, 
Juſt as the ſun difpels the ſhades of night; 
Down+ſrom his head the cooling heat withdraws, 
And frees from all reſtraint mild reafon's laws; 
He ſeiz'd the moment fraught with mournful care, 


And thus to pitying Heav'n prefers his prayer: 
Ohl thou, great Lord, whoſe all-perceiviag eye 
Can pierce thro” earth, ſurvey the boundleſs ſky, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe ſearching thoughts theo? all exiſtence roll, 


Who knows each motion of the human foul, 


Whoſe tender care ftill grants out juſt defires, 
O to my pray'r let thy mild mercy give, 


That this poor frame a flender ſpace may live; 


And crown'd in all my wiſhes haſte to thee. 

Touch'd at the pray'r, high Heav'n's immortal Sire 
Bade from his frame the foul diſeaſe retirez 
Inſtant he riſes freed from ev'ry pain, 

And lo his fmiles foon cheer'd the camp again, 
Around him ſwift in rapture crowds the hoſt, 
And hymns of thanks refound thro? all the coaſt, 


The ſacred train ſoon mounts the bleſt abode, 


And angels chaunt it round the throne of God; 
Now buſy fame, who arm'd with countleſs ears, 
*Mid buzzing ſounds thro? all the world appears, 
On ev'ry fide, round all the hoſtile ſhore, 
That Wolfe once more to all his ſtrength return'd ; 
Proud Gallia heard, ſhe heard it, and ſhe mourr'd. 
Montcalm beheld, with anxious grief oppreſs'd, 
From ſcheme to ſcheme his ſubtle genius climbs, 
Then mounts and fixes on the worit of crimes; 
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Soon as dim night had wrapt the world around, 
And all the ſlumb' ring earth in filence drown'd, 
With plodding foul he quits his lofty tent, 


As rav ning wolves ſtray forth in ſearch of prey, 


Screen d by night's darkſome ſhades, he takes his way, 
Above the falls to where a rampart ftands, 
Whoſe tow'ring front the neighb'ring tide commands, 
A lofty precipice its bulk ſuſtains, 


And lifts it high above the circling plains ; 


Here on the nightly guard Verdonx he found, 
A wretch he was whoſe ſoul! unbound by law, 


Still grip d at gold with ever rav'ning maw, 


Whoſe cringing arts could ev'n fuſpicion charm, 


And caution's fclf of all her fence diſarm, 


Whoſe barb'rous mind to blackeſt crimes could bend, 


And knew no good that ferv'd no private end; 
Him, when Montcalm deſcry'd amid the band, 
With, friendly guiſe he ſeiz'd his willing hand, 
Then from the gen ral view they ſtept aſide, 
And thus, in flatt ring words, the hero cry'd :;— 
Now, oh my friend, ae eee 


Could conquer thoſe that dare the rage of wars, 


Wolfe her deſtroyer lives, thou need'ſt no more; 


And all thy actions prove thy ſubtle art. 
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Around thy head ſhall boundlefs treaſures rain, 


That craft preſcribes to bind believing fools, 
Theſe blind directors ne er reſtrain the wiſe, 


A ſoul like thine ſhould ſpurn fuch ſhameful ties; 


For if to flay a foe be juſt with heav'n, 
It matters not by whom the blow is giv'n, 
It matters not how we that foe ſubdue, 


Think how great Mutius gain'd eternal fame, 


Then dare like him immortalize thy name: 


To whom, in grow ling words, the wretch rejoin'd, 
Why, O my mighty Lord, thus doubt me ſtill, 
Why ſeck by needleſs proofs to ſway my will, 
ou 0» 6 e hp As gs 
disse 
To riſe in fury ſpurd the Indian band, 
When vaſt Fort Wuliam teem' d with Britiſh blood, 
With like obedience now to Wolfe 1 fice, 

And hope ere dawn to bear his head to thee, 
To whom Montcalm, I know thy truſty heart, 
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Without an aid amid the num rous foe ; 

Let brave Satagus, now at my command, 
Attend your progreſs tow'rds yon hoſtile band, 
He is all faithful, gen'rous, bold and true, 

And what thou dar'ſt command, he'll dare to do. 
Cloſe by his fide the grov'ling flave attends; 
Here on the margin of the filver flood, 
Plac'd in the foremoſt watch Satagus ſtood, 
A bold American, whoſe dauntleſs heart, 
Free, gen'rous, brave, diſdains the gloſs of art, 
Who fearleſs flames thro? all the frowns of fight, 
And all his actions ſquares by reaſon's light; 
His long black hair diſheverd hangs behind, 
Cloſe by his fide a glitt'ring blade he wore, 
And in his hand a threat'ning ax he bore ; 
Long, oh my friend, have I admir'd thy might, 
Nations I know muſt yield to thee in fight, 
"Tis this that prompts me thus to claim thy aid, 
To chaſe theſe clouds that hover oer our head; 
For know, all conqu'ring Wolfe, to ſtrength reſtor'd, 
Once more, o'er Gallia, waves his threat'ning ſword ; 
| Goes by his death to end our country's grief; 
12 | | Then 
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Then fly wich him—haſte, cruſh the God-like foe, 


And all his dazzling fame ſhall round thee glow : 
With burſting rage the gen'rous Indian burns, 
Wich juſt diſdain the baſe defign he ſcorns, 
And reaſoning calms his ſtruggling mind to reſt; 
Should I refuſe to wing the dreadful blow, 
Some other hand may lay the hero low, 
Wretches there are who, in purſuit of pelf, 
Would rear their impious arm *gainſt Heav'n itſelf, 
Tis this alone can fave the God-like man: 

And gives a filent nod that ſpeaks aſſent; 

A flender ſkiſf compreſs the river's fide, 

They launch'd this veſſel in the rolling tide, 
There ſafe embark'd they move the ſounding oars, 
And thro” the billows reach'd the eaſtern ſhores ; 
Now mighty Wolfe, no more with pain oppreſt, 
Feels riſing vigour flow thro? all his breaſt, 
Soon as dim night the flumb'ring world ſurrounds, 
Anxious he treads his dark nocturnal rounds, 

To fee that all who guard the flumb'ring hoſt 
With care attentive ſtand their wary poſt : 
Here as he moves along the ſilent land, 
Where ſhines in glitt'ring arms a watchful band, 
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Rous d by the noiſe he quits the circling crowd, 
And thus, with thund'ring voice, he calls aloud :— 
Who art thou—fay, who thus by frenzy hurl'd, 
While peaceful night involves the flumb'ring world, 
That dar'ſt approach beneath the facred gloom ? 
Speak, inſtant ſpeak, or ſwift expect thy doom. 
To whom, with ready fraud, Verdonx rejoin'd, 
Where is thy gen'ral; him we haſte to find ? 
Where'er he be, with us to him repair, 
News we have brought that claims his inſtant care. 
Fir'd at the wor. i, unversd in ſembling art, 
Then tothe treach' rous fiend with haſte he flies; 

And fir'd with wild impatience fluttring cries :— 
If Wolfe thou feck, to me diſcloſe thy mind, 
I am that Wolfe, the man thov'dfi wiſh to find ; 
If aught thou bring'ſt the Britiſh arms to ſpeed, - 
Oh what vaſt gifts ſhall crown the gen'rous deed. | 
To whom, with feign'd delight, the wretch rejoin'd, 
Then thou, all gracious Heav'n, haſt heard my pray'r, 
Now thou haſt crown'd the end of all my care; 
Now to theſe joyful eyes thou'ſt giv'n to fee 
What long my anxious foul requir'd of thee, 
For long, O Wolfe, have I thy deeds admir'd, 
| Long to thy friendikip all my foul aſpir'd, 


Long 
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Long fought for means that might thy fame extend, 
And prove how much I wiſh'd to be thy friend; 
That hour is come now a tale diſcloſe, 
For la, ev'n now, all Gallia's ſwarming bands 


Roll in dead filence o'er yon diſtant lands, 


Bent while dim night enwraps the flumb'ring ball, 
Ful! on thy camp to hurl their fury all : 
But, oh do thou draw forth thy hoſt in arms, 
Fierce on their heads retort their gath ring harms, 
T thro” the gloom will guide your troops to fight, 
And not a foe ſhall "ſcape this dreadful night; 
Swilt to great Wolfe aſpiring hope returns, 

And all his breaſt with kindling glory burns, 
Then from his eye flaſh'd forth his God-like mind, 
And thus, with flutt' ring baile, he ſoon rejoin'd ;— 
Come then, Montcalm, roll on chy dire alarms, 

O with what joy Pll meet thy rage in arms, 

O with what joy amid thy hofts Fl pour, 


And fall or conquer in that glorious hour; 


Riſe, my lov'd native land, all fears are oer, 

My more than father, brother, guardian, friend; 

Come and behold me lay proud Gallia low, 

And fee me give the great deciſive blow. 

Then with ſtern front and high majeſtic pride, 

Towards the camp he moves with tow'ring ftride, 
Cloſe 
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Cloſe at his fide, with low ring ſteps, attend, 
The dark affaſſin and his fancy'd friend; 
Gloomy as night all move abſorb'd in thought, 
But all, alas! with diff rent projects fraught, 
At length they came to where their wand'ring eyes 
Saw on all fides huge threat ning rocks ariſe, 
Who tow'ring round exclude each beam of light, 
And cloſe them in from ev'ry mortal fight, 


| Here the foul wretch, impelP'd by fraud malign, 


Approach'd the chief to ſpeed his baſe defign, 
He opes his boſom, warm in murder's cauſe, 
And flow from thence a direful piſtol draws, 
Sly at the deſtin'd mark then takes his aim, 
And ſtraight prepares to rouſe the deadly flame 
Juſt at that inftant brave Satagus, who, 
Oer all his actions kept a conſtant view, 
And hurt d it furious on the monſter's head; 
Stunn'd at the blow, depriv'd of ſenſe he reels, 
And, helpleſs, falling ſhakes the echoing fields. 
Lie there, thou wretch, the gen'rous Indian faid, 
Nor aim thy rage at ſpotleſs virtue's head, 

And gaſp beneath the blows for others meant; 
Then, with bold hand, to check ſucceeding harms, 
He ſtrips the wretch of all his impious arms; 
Afſtoniſl/d Wolfe, in deep amazement drown'd, 
O'erwhelm'd with wonder wildiy ſtares around; 
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But ſoon the Indian thus the chief addreſs d, 
And clear d the doubts that cloud his manly breaſt:— 
Know, oh great Wolfe, that fiend's inſidious breath, 
In fawning lies, conceal'd the ſtings of death, 
He, fromt hy ſword, the Gallic caufe to free, 
Came for to ſtop life's guiltleſs ſtream in thee, 
But worlds ſhall periſh ere true worth ſhall fail, 
Or Hell's black furies o'er bright Heav'n prevail. 
To whom, with rapid haſte, the chief rejoin'd, 
While gen'rous fury ſwells his manly mind :— 
 Heav'ns! can fuch wreiches crawl the burthen'd earth, 
Can tainted nature give ſuch monſters birth ! 
Cov'd that fell fury who cou'd fpeak fo fair, 
Beneath a ſinooth diſguiſe fuch baſeneſs bear? 
But thou, foul ſiend, ſhalt yield thy poĩs' nous breath, 
For ſoon thy barb'rous deeds Fll crown with death. 
Thus while theſe words, with thund'ring voice, he 
fk, 
Fierce from the ſheath he draws his threat ning blade. 
Returning now to ſenſe, with mournful eyes, 
Verdons beheld the gath'ring danger riſe, 
His ready genius flies to fraudful art, 
And thus he ſcks to melt the hero's heart: 
Stay, oh great Wolfe, thy dreadful wrath forbear, 
Spare me, for pity—oh, for mercy, ſpare 
Nought but the cries of want's eternal call 4 
make my ſoul to ſuch foul baſeneſs fall, 1 
e Twas 
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T was vile Montcalm that ſhower d allurements round, 
And my weak virtue in their ſtream was drown'd ; 
Yes, it was want that drew my rage on thee, 
But, oh theſe wants are not confin'd to me; 

I have a wife, a tender helpleſs brood, 

Who, on my toil, depend for daily food, 

Who hare nought elſe to ſtop fierce nature's cries, 
But what my poor, my flender pay ſupplies 

Then think, oh think, were I depriv'd of life, 

Muſt plunge in endlefs grief, deſpis d, forlorn, 
Muſt weep, how vainly weep, for my return ; 

If Cer thou waſt, cer hop'ſt to be a ſire. 
The gen'rous hero yields to nature's ſway, 
Before compaſſion rage diflolves away, 
Far from his breaſt he all reſentment throws, 
Loſt in ſoft anguiſh for the ſtranger's woes, 

My foul diſdains to give the guiltleſs pain, | 
"Tis ſure misfortune, grief enough, to be 

A wiſe, a child, to ſuch a wretch as thee; 
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But, oh, to plunge the poor in black deſpair, 
Is more than I, than ev'n my wrath can bear, 
Then with mild pity's hand that touch'd at woe, 
Oft deigns to ſooth the anguiſh of a foe, 
He a huge weight of that bright ore held forth, 
Whoſe ſmiles can chear the penuries of earth; 
Ere my furrounding guards to vengeance riſe. 
The grov'ling flave accepts with keen delight, 
Soon as the Indian faw the wretch retire, 
And thus, with threat ning voice, he madly cries: — 
I too, deluded Wolfe, will haſte from thee, 
They who, to crimes, can ſuch indulgence ſhow, 
Muſt ſure deteſt the man that is their foe. 
He ſpoke, he ſtrove, his ſtruggling wrath to quell, 
Wolfe ſeiz d his hand, with anxious grief opprefs'd, 
Why would my gen'rous friend thus haſte away, 
Stay thou, brave chief, my great deli rer, ſtay ; , 
Why muit a gentle deed be blam'd by you, ” 
Which pity's pow'r compelFd my ſpul to do? L 
Did not bis looks a thouſand woes expreſs? 
And rage ſhould ever yield before diſtreſs ; 
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Thaw n my friend, oh. come, thy wrath forego, 

A ſoul fo brave muſt feel another's woe; 
Come then, I fay, oh haſte, return with me, 

In yonder camp PII plead my cauſe to thee. 

Firm and unmorv'd, long time, the Indian ſtood, 

While, thro? his cheek, fierce glow'd his fiery blood ; 
Ue yields, reluCtant, to the hero's pray'r. | 

Now, to the camp, the chief his progreſs bends, 

Sullen, the Indian all his ſteps attends ; 


Where tents, in order, ſhine on either fide, | 

Whoſe wide-ſpread fronts all tow'ring ſeem to riſe 

Like a tall city of ſtupendous ſize, 

Far Oer the reſt, to meet their glad@niog fight, 

Great Wolfe's pavilion rears its ſtately height, 

Beneath whoſe arch, with wide enliv'ning rays, 

A cryſtal lamp throws round a ſplendid blaze. 

Soon as the chief approach'd the lofty ſhed, 

He to a ſplendid feat the ſtranger led, 

Sullen ke fits, while o'er his low'ring brow 

Some fparks of ſtruggling wrath ſtill ſeem to glow, 

Cloſe by his fide the chief a ſeat eompreſs d, 

And thus he feeks to calm his ſlubborn gueſt :— 

Now, O my friend, do thou thy wrath rebate, 

_ Give to my words their juſt, intrinfc, weight, 

Let ſteady reaſon hear my doubtful cauſe, 

And judge by nature's mild, impartial, laws; 
| Know 


They paſs the trench, thro? ſpacious ftrects they glide, 
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Know firſt, my friend, that Europe's ſons are tanght 
That all, who mildiy warm in virtue's cauſe, 
With ſteady zeal obey the Chriſtian laws, - 
Whether the fuff rer be a friend, or foe ; 
Train'd in theſe precepts from my earlieſt youth, 
I caught the ſeeds of virtue and of truth, 
Tin with the effence of my foul they twin'd 
This tender flexibility of mind; 
And now tho? reaſon's ſelf ſhould difapprove, 
So ſwayd's my ev'ry thought by Chriſtian love, 
That I, at each fad call of plaintive grief 
Am forc'd by nature's cries to lend relief, 
Am forc'd by nature's hand to pity woe, 


Tho? the fell fuſf*rer were my keeneſt foc ; 


Nor ſhould we blame thefe principles that move 


The human foul to mild forgiving love. 
Do we not all for mercy fue to Heav'n, 


Then why not mercy by ourſelves be giv'n ? 
Why not vain man to fellow-creatures ſhow. 
That good which Heav'n extends to all below ? 
How can we hope eternal wrath will ceaſe, 


If, from ourſelves, we drive the ſmiles of peace 7 


Thus, had my rage depriv'd that wretch of life, 
Think how his infants, how his hapleſs wife, 
Then muſt have plung'd in ſeas of endlefs grief, 
Robb'd of each friendly beam of mild relic, 
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And robb'd my foul of all its wonted eaſe. 
But tho? blind rage the foul to anguiſh draws, 
No harm can ſpring from mild compaſſion's laws, 
For fure that wretch will nc'er, with treach'rous art, 
Again preſume to tempt my eaſy heart, 
Too well he knows the fad, the dreadful fate, 
That then muſt all his harb'rous crimes await. 
All England's ſmiles ſhall crown thy gen'rous care; 
For tho my mercy ſet the miſcreant free, 
It leſſens not my gratitude to thee. - 
Ott have I heard thy tribes accounted baſe, 
But ſure thy actions prove a gen'rous race. 
To whom the Indian then, with haſte, rejoin'd, 
No more, O Wolfe, my foul condemns the deed, 
I know thy mental pow'rs muſt mine exceed, = 
We but obſerve the virtue and the vice; 
Put come, great Wolfe, be now thy ears inclin', 
Attend this truth, and *grave it in thy mind, 
That tho? fome Indians, vers'd in Chriſtian arts, 
Feel foul corruption taint their poiſon'd hearts, 
5 Europe 
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Europe it was, that fource of all our woes, 
*T was ſhe firſt train'd us to the arts of fraud, 
And taught our ſouls to ſpurn the laws of God. 
_ *Tis true, when Europe, vers'd in fraudful wiles, 
The artleſs nature of our fouls, beguiles, 
That taught by her we learn'd the art to cheat, 
And on her head retort her own deceit. 
Tis true, when o'er our poor deſenceleſs lands 
All of thoſe plun&rers that we take in fight, 

And guard our own againſt a world of foes, 

But as when wrongs our foul to vengeance fire, 


We burn, we rage, with more than mere leſs ire; 


So when mild treatment beams a genial ray, 
In boundleſs love our wrath diſſolves away, 
Fix'd to the gen rous friend unmov'd we ſtand, 
Nor change till death diffolves the ſtedfaſt band. 
Hence, O my friend, from hence O learn to know, 
'Tis from thy brethren all our vices flow, 

For tho” unſ{killd in all the maze of ſchools, 
Tho? quite untaught in all the barb'rous rules, 
We, by the light which Heav'n beſtows on man, 
Up to their fource, their varniſh'd actions ſcan, 
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And robb'd my foul of all its wonted eaſe. 
But tho? blind rage the foul to anguiſh draws, 
No harm can ſpring from mild compaſſion's laws, 
For ſure that wretch will nc'er, with treach'rous art, 
Again prefume to tempt my eafy heart, 
Too well he knows the fad, the dreadful fate, 
That then muſt all his harb'rous crimes await. 
But, O do thou, my great deliv'rer, prove 
Here ſhalt thou ſtay, whate er my will commands, 
Shall joyful wait thy kind accepting hands, 
Al England's ſmiles ſhall crown thy gen'rous care; 
For tho my mercy ſet the miſcreant free, 
It leflens not my gratitude to thee. 
Oft have I heard thy tribes accounted baſe, 
But ſure thy actions prove a gen'rous race. 
To whom the Indian then, with haſte, rejoin'd, 
No more, O Wolfe, my foul condemns the deed, 
I know thy mental pow'rs muſt mine exceed, 
We but obſerve the virtue and the vice; 5 
Put come, great Wolfe, be now thy ears inclin'd, 
Attend this truth, and grave it in thy mind, 
That tho ſome Indians, vers'd in Chriſtian arts, 
Feel foul corruption taint their poiſon'd hearts, 
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Europe it was, that ſource of all our woes, 
Twas ſhe firſt train'd us to the arts of fraud, 
And taught our ſouls to ſpurn the laws of God. 
*Tis true, when Europe, vers'd in fraudful wiles, 


The artleſs nature of our fouls, beguiles, 
That taught by her we learn'd the art to cheat, 
And on her head retort her own deceit. 
Tis true, when o'er our poor deſenceleſs lands 
That we ſtill lay, with keen relentleſs fpight, 
Al of thoſe plun&'rers that we take in fight, 
How could we elſe their fraud, their arms, oppoſe, 
And guard our own againſt a world of foes, 

But as when wrongs our ſoul to vengeance fire, 
We burn, we rage, with more than merc'leſs ire ; 
So when mild treatment beams a genial ray, 

In boundleſs love our wrath diſſolves away, 

Fix'd to the gen'rous friend unmov'd we ſtand, 
Nor change till death diſſolves the ſtedfaſt band. 
Hence, O my friend, from hence O learn to know, 
Tis from thy brethren all our vices flow, | 
For tho” un{kilFd in all the maze of ſchools, 
Tho? quite untaught in all the barb'rous rules, 
We, by the light which Heav'n beſtows on man, 
Up to their fource, their varniſh'd actions ſcan, 
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By reaſon's light explore each moving eauſe, 
When our forefathers, ble d with peace and health, 
Were free from Europe's crimes, from Europe's wealth, | 
When, undiſturb'd, they might their empire tpread, ö 
| Oer far ſtretch'd wilds, o'er wide-extended floods, 
| Oer lofty mountains, plains, and boundleſs woods, 
: How on falfe oceans faichleſs brink Pd ftand, 


| And watchful gaze all round my much lov'd land, 
| And as each impious bark dard rife to view, 
O with what pirleſs rage Fd tear her crew. 

In thoſe bleſt days our happy fires might rove, 
Fearleſs, where'er their fouls inclin'd to move; 
For them, each foreſt teem'd with wholeſome food, 
For them, with fiſhes ſwarm'd the ſilver flood, 
For them, kind Nature ſtor d the fmiling land, 
And fed their ev'ry want with copious hand. 
No commerce then bid luxuries abound 

Then no fell luxuries their influence ſpread, 

To mar the joys that hover'd round their head; 
Then all was calm, each heart with rapture glow'd, 
Nor ſent a wiſh beyond what Heav'n beſtow'd: 
Swarm, from all fides, o'er all our hapleſs plains. 
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Now on our laws, our ſaered rights they tread, 
And all around wide deſolation fpread, 

Snatch ev'ry ſpot where fertile Nature ſmiles, | 
And drive us back to ſtarve in deſert wilds, 
Ex'n the wild beaſts, that fed our fires before, 
Tho* unpoſſeſs'd, are counted ours no more. 
„ 
ins 
Whole ſeas of ruin Oer my much lov'd ſhore? 
Then with fout cenfures fiigmatize her name, 
And not thus riſe to vindicate her fame ? | 
But, O great Wolfe, while thus my bofom glows 
With indignation at my country's woes, 

I know thy foul's above fuch vulgar ways; 
Cenfures like theſe can ne'er be aim'd at thee, 
Wolfe views the God-like ardor of his gueſt, | 
He ſces each word from truth, from reafon, riſe, 
And eager thus, with anſw'ring haſte, rephes :— 
No—Heav'n forbid that e er my headlong ire 
Should blame the fallies of ſo nobP a fire, 
All men, all ranks, ſhould joy, ſhould wiſh to find 
The one who dares, unaw'd, to ſpeak his mind. 
Did all thus freely all their thoughts diſcloſe, 
Would it not fave our race a world of woes ? 


Now, 
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Now, O my friend, do thou, at my command, 
Diſcloſe, what urg'd thy friends the war to wage, 
What drove their fouls to fach unheard-of rage; 
For ſure fince thou didft fan the dreadful fire, 
There muſt be cauſe to juſtify their ire. 
To whom the Indian—Ope thy liſtening ear, 
We never ſeek to cloud the gazer's eyes, 
Or hide 2 barb'rous deed in fair diſguiſe, 
We, to Europeans, leave the arts of fraud, 
And only ſpeak as taught by truth and God. 
Near where the Kittochtinny hills ariſe, 
I, from the brave Torcautious, drew my birth, 
| A chief whoſe fame once filld the wond'ring earth, 
Boaſt for my native tribe the Delaware, 
And fierce Satagus is the name I bear. 
When dauntleſs youth, with vigour, fr d my frame, 
And all my foul was filkd with glory's flame, 
Few of my brethren could with me compare, 
To hunt the monſtrous elk, or prowling bear, 
To trace the beaver's dark retreat below, 
Or meet, in glorious arms, the raging foe. 
Off in the fervor of the ſolar beam, 
Thro' boundlefs woods Pve toil'd in queſt of game, 
And oft to ſeize the meditated prey, 
Fore'd, cer buge piles of nos, my cherrlels ways | 
Years 
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Years I have ſpent among the Britiſh race, 
To teach theſe ſons of eaſe the fleights of chace; 
Yet, hear how theſe fell tyrants injur'd me, Þ 
| Then judge; O judge, how great my wrongs muſt be. 
Once, with a tender ſpouſe, my hours were bleſs'd, 
Pure was her ſoul as beams the morning ray, 

And, in her heav'nly ſmile, all comfort lay; 

Five gentle ſummers faw our joys increaſe, 

Fire tender infants crown'd our fond embrace, 
Together bleſe d, we trod the dreary wilds, 
And ev'n when fortune frown'd we fed on ſmiles, 
Joy lum'd my peaceful hut—I aſk'd no more, 

Nor envy'd kings their vaſt, unwieldy ſtore. 
At length thy brethren, not content to hold 
The mighty tracts their fires poſſefs'd of old, 
Rolrd oer our deſert wilds their pit'leſs pow'rs, 
And ſnatch'd the little ſpot that ſtill was ours; 

Oh! had our lands but felt their ruthleſs arms, 
Oh! had their rage produc'd no keener harms, 
Then with what joy Fd quit my native plain, 
And left thoſe plund'rers all their ill-got gain, 
Where focial bliſs ne'er felt the tyrant's hand! 
But oh, fad fate, their fury ceas'd not there, 

Far mightier woes they doom'd my ſoul to bear, 
They made my wife, my tender babes, their prey, 
And bore my love, my life, my ail away, 


While 


From hence, O Wolfe, the wrath of difcord woke, 


Heavn knows could I thy country's peace regain, 
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While the loſt father of the haplefs brood, 
Travers'd the diſtant woods in fearch of food. 
Soon as to me the diſmal tidings came, 
Oh what keen fury glow'd thro all my frame 
I ſtorm'd, I flew, I rous'd my friends to arms, 
Then on the foe I roll'd in dire alarms, | 
Back'd by Heav'n's vengeance, hurłd whole myriads 

low, 
And ſpread on every fide a ſcene of woe. 


From hence conclude who gave the lawleſs ſtroke, 
From hence perceive how falſe the tyrant crew, 
Tranſmit their deeds, their barb'rous deeds, to you; 
They blaze the worlds of blood by Indians fpilt, 


To whom, with rapid haſte, the chief returns, 


Heav'ns! has my dear, my once lov'd native ſhore, 
In her fair iſle fuch ruthleſs monſters bore ? 


| Can theſe, who ſcarce their ſovereign's laws obey, 


On others tread with ſuch remorſeleſs fway ? 
But, O my friend, think not that Britons are, 
Like theſe, all baſe, inclin'd to feuds or war; 


How ſoon Fd fly to mitigate her pain; 
But fay, my friend, did not the Gallic fire 
With double fury ſwell your kindling ire? 


1 
Did not proud France propel the dreadful blow, 
And drive you on to ſpread thoſe ſcenes of woe? 
To whom the Indian. Yes, the tyrant Gaul, 
Bid us on you. with merc'leſs fury fall, 
"Twas her vile arts that fand the dreadful fire, 
Which but for her would ſoon have ſpent its ire; 
For tho the Britiſh nation did me wrong, 
Still more my foul abhors the Gallic throng, 
Still more my ſoul deteſts their foul deceit, 
"Tis true, thy land for our deſtruction ſtrove, 
But then ſhe ſcorn'd to wear the maſk of love, 
And hides our ruin in a world of ſmiles; _ 
Soon as with barb'rous joy her gladd'ning eyes 

Saw in our fouls the flames of diſcord rife, 
From north to ſouth, o'er all the Indian ground, 
She pour'd her crowd of emiſſaries round, 
Who to wild frenzy rous'd each kindling ſhore, 
And gave new fury to the tempeR's roar; 
Here with a train of nods and looks profound, 
They whiſp'ring duzz'd a world of lies around, 
They talk'd of fchem-3 which Albion's ruthleſs pow'rs 
Had baſely form'd of extirpating ours, 
"Fill by their treach'rous arts they wrought us all 
To the vile purpoſe of the fons of Gaul, 
Till, with blind fury, we in countleſs fwarms, 
Rullrd to involve the earth in endlefs ſtorms, 
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Firſt to the fight, in threat ning crowds, aroſe 


The Onandagoes and the Oneidoes, 
From where their mother ſtream her arms expands, 


And Tuſcaronas firſt in glorious fight ; 
Then there pour d forth to brave our furious foes, 
The warlike Minifinks, near Jerſey's coaſt, 

The Shawaneſe who, like a thund'ring flood, 
RolV'd on in vengeance for their brethren's blood, 
The boiſt' rous Tuteloes, the Wappingers, 

And ſpreads, wirh wide expanſe, her wat'ry pride; 
Laſt, for to crown the motley train of France, 
The countleſs tribes who near thoſe climes reſide, 
And where the polar world is wrapt in ſnows; 
Theſe all collected ruſh'd diſcordant forth, 

To ſpread witd tumults o'er the trembling earth, 
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Tur Chief's attendants now, with duteous care, 
The table ſpread, the nightly feaſt prepare, 
In juſt array the ſmoaking viands plac'd, 
With grateful ſavours lur'd the eager taſte; 

The courtzons hero feats his God-like gueſt, 
Together pleas'd they ſhare the genial feaſt, 

Til ſatiate hunger drops her fierce controul, 

And thirity nature claims the ger'rous bowl; 
When from the board the uſeleſs cates are borne, 
With roſy wine the menial train return, 

In lucid glaſs the ſparkling liquor ſhines, 

And ſpeaks the rich produce of Gallia's vines: 
Now when convivii! mirth had circled round, 

When many a ſpri-htly bowl the feaft had crown'd,, 
When the light ſoul from mad intemp'rance free, 


| Buoy'd by new fpirits, mounts in ſocial glee, 
The gen'rous Wolfe, with thirſt of knowledge fraught, 
Thus to the brave $4:2gus opes his thought :— 
Now while the ſhades of niglit ſoft glide away, 
And rapid Sol brings round returning day, 
In ſweet diſcourſe let us th.2 hours employ, 
For ſweet diſcourſe enhances ev'ry joy; 
To 


TW 1: 
 To-morrow's dawn may call to other cares, 


And Read of converſe wake the rage of wars, 
Firſt, oh my friend, let thy kind tongue diſcloſe 
What modes of worſhip thy rude nation knows; 
Tell me, what think they of the bleſt abode, 

And the high pow'r of great Creatior's God, 

For long have I admir'd the tweet controul 

With which thy mild religion ſways the foul, 
How you all calmly ſeek the realms of day, 

With no vile janglings to perplex your way, 
While we, tho" bicf's with Hear'n's all-guiding light, 
Quit the jult path to plunge in endleſs ſpight. 

To whom the gen'rous Indian thus replies :— 
With thy command my ready tongue complies, 
Whare'er thou wouldit that thou canſt learn from me, 
Wich joy my artieſs foul ſhall ope to thee 

Like you we dcem that one Almighty God 

Rules cer creation from his bleft abode; 

That he's the firſt, the great, the final cauſe 

£7 Nature's being, and of Nature's laws; 

That his high providence protects our race, 
Rewards the virtuous, puniſhes the baſe z 

That countlefs ſpirits, at his dread command, 

Rule o'er the ſkies, the ocean, aud the land; 

Some in the heav'ns direct the planct's way, 

Lead round the ſtars, or guide the ſource of day; 
Some in the fields of air controul the wind, 

Fling loeſ2 the. tempeſt, or its fury bind, 
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Bid ſhow'rs deſcend, or cooling zephyrs riſe, 
Or ſmooth the rigour of the wintry ſkies; 
Deck the gay fields, or aid the opening ſpring; 
Some with kind care watch o'er the human race, 
Guard them from ills, difpenſe the ſweets of peace, 
To favour'd man impart high heav'n's decree, 
Or from deſtructive pains the body free; 

Other light ſprights there are, by fate defign'd, 
With endleſs torments to perplex mankind : 
Theſe all fly round, fill anxious to undo 
Whate'er's conſtructed by the milder crew. 
We're taught that far beneath the weſtern ſkies 
A raft, a bright, a joyful empire lies, = 

Our happy fouls to ſport in triumph there; 
That there the good all taſte, without alloy, 
That which on earth they held the greateſt joy; 
This we believe, thus much we hope, we fear, 
But yet this never drives our fouls to war: 
And fure that God, who gave creation birth, 
Who, wrapt in thunders, awes the proſtrate earth, 
Ne'er can be plcas'd to ſce our lowly race 

To fee the world in bloody tumults fall, 

For trivial points alike unknown to all; 

Can prove his own is right, his foes is wrong, 
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For a'l alike the facred gift abuſe; 

Some muſt have err'd, we know not who they be, 

Then all ſhould ſpare till all the guilty ſee: 

But, oh! too well our hapleſs tears can prove, 

How ſeldom man is ſwayd by Chriſtian love, 

Too well our woes, our boundleſs woes, declare, 

"Tis not true zeal Cer drives them on to war: 

For fince that day, when Europe's pit'leſs hand 

Firſt hurPd fad ruin o'er our groaning land, 

Still from religion's awful name they've brought 

Cloaks, for to warrant all the crimes they wrought, 

While the dark horrors of their actions tell, | 

That they're the ſervants of the Lord of Hell; 

Under the ſanction of this glorious name, 

Oh! how their rage has plung'd the world in flame | 

Oh! in what boundleſs ſeas of ſtreaming gore 

Have their keen ſwords involv'd this hapleſs ſhore ! 

Till Johnſon, thou great guardian of our right, 

"Roſe for to ſtem enthuſiaſtic ſpight. 

And haſt thou known great Johnſon ? Wolfe replies, 

And haſt thou known that great, that God-like man, 

If fo, impart the grateful tale to me, 

It long ve wiſh'd to learn from one like thee. 

Pleas d at the taſk, with joy the Indian burns, 

And to the gen'rous Wolfe thus ſwift returns 
Tes, 
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Yes, mighty Wolfe, thro” many a glorious fray 

Have theſe keen eyes beheld his dreadful way, 

And many a time, ere yet the war broke forth, 

Have I admir'd his bright tranſcending worth, 

Led by De Dieſkau we attack'd his hoſt ; 

Dauntleſs I faw him rear his awful form, 

Fearleſs I faw hin meet the thund'ring ſtorm, 

Fierce he drove on thro” crowds cf trembling foes, 

While round his ſword vaſt piles of flaughter roſe, 

Ser routed multinzles fublime he trode, 

And all his dees confeſs'd the favouring God; 

I faw him too, when late his conqu'ring arms 

Made valt Ontario ring with dire alarms, 

While other rulers proud, preſumptuous, baſe, 

With brutal actions tantaliz'd our race, 

He with the gentle manners, free from art, 
Pleawd ev'ry eye, dilightet cv'ry heart; 

He with paternal care eſpous'd our cauſe, 

And we, with filial duty, own'd bis laws; 

He, in the cio:k of piety, ne'er ſtrove 

To force our fouls to what they diſapprove ; 

He leaves us free, to think as. Reaſon pleas, 

And follow Contcience wherefoc'er ſhe leads: 

Do but be virtuous, ſill the hero cries, 

And this alone will pleaſe the joyful ſkies, 

While other chiefs, deterr'd by coward fears, 
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While, unreveng'd, they faw whole empires fall, 
Nor mov'd at Nature's oft repeated call; 
He, with a ſwiftneſs that outſtrip'd the light, 
To cv'ry quarter wing'd his rapid fight, 
And fcreen'd his lov'd allies from threat'ning woc: 
But ſince great Johnſon's worth I thus proclaim, 
Since Chance has led me to this glorious theme, 
Ere from the much-lov'd ſubject I depart, 
I muſt to thee, in fuller words, diſcloſe, 
How in his laſt exploit he cruſh'd his foes, 
Nor wilt thou &er regret this ſweet delay, 
While thy foul liſtens to what 1 ſhall fay:;— 
Near where Lake Eri from her depths profound, 
Swell'd by the num' rous floods that foam around, 


ee, e II we 


Down Mm drives with thun&ring roar, 

And tow'rds Ontario rolls her wat'ry ſtore; 

Near this, I fay, a lofty fortreſs ſtands, 

Who ſpreads her far-ſtretch'd empire, without bound, 
Oer all the mighty lakes that roll around, 

Thy nation rous'd from that lethargic ſtate, 

In which ſo long ſhe feem'd to welcome fate; 

At length led on by Johnſon's dread command,, 
Againſt this fortreſs ſent a num'rous band, 


1 

He puſh'd the fiege with more than mortal might, 
And in their walls ſhut up the trembling foes, 
"Till preſt by threat'ning ills on ev'ry hand, 
They on the brink of ruin ſeem to ſtand ; 
Aubry, a chief, a dauntleſs chief of Gaul, 
Beheld the threat'ning cloud that hung o'er all, 
And ſtraight reſolves f avert th impending harms, 
And meet the Britiſh hoſt in glorious arms; 
Fir'd by like views with kindling glory warm, 
At his loud call unnumber'd nations fwarm, 
The regions all around the lakes from far 
Pour forth her fons to meet the coming war; 
The dauntleſs Aubry, at the dawn of day, 

In ſteady ranks we mov'd along the coaſt, 
For I among the reſt had join'd the hoſt; 
Soon as our bands near Niagara drew, 
Sudden the Britiſh troops appear'd in view, 
mm 
— eee'd ther flanks from fx 
hs voi eur cheats fine foocd an ideons yell, 
That roar'd as breath'd from out the jaws of hell ; 
In vain loud thund' ring o'er the echoing plain, 
We pour d tempeſtuous on the hoſtile train; 
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Firm as a rock their dauntleſs vet'rans ſtood, 
And quelFd each onſet of our troops in blood, 
For then no Braddock, with unſtable force, 


But Johnſon's ſelf oppos d our dreadful courſe, 

High o'er the reſt he rear d his awful form, 
Dauntleſs, unaw'd he met the thund'ring ſtorm ; 
Stern, as a God, his brow terrific frown'd, 

While that fame brow that thus could awe the brave, 
To his own troops new ſtrength, new fury, gave; 
At length when many a ſhock we'd try'd in vain, 

At length when many a Gaul beſtrew'd the plain, 
Trembling we funk before his whelming might, 

And loſt, in wild confuſion, took to flight ; 
Then like a tempeſt ſcouring o'er the main, 
Dreadful he burſts upon our ſcatt'ring train, 
Where'er he moves wild horror, flight appear, 
Confuſion, ruin, anarchy, and fear, 

Oer all our routed troops he bounds along, 

Thus broke, diſpers'd, for many a mile we flew, | 
Thus ſwift, thus fierce, the conqu'ring troops purſue, 
Till breathleſs thouſands ſtrew'd the groaning ſhore, 
And back m chains our captive chief they bore ; 
Then to the fort once more they wing'd their way, 
And cruſl:'d its force that fame victorious day; 
This action o'er, thro' many a dreary waſte, 

To yonder town I flew with eager haſte, 
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There to Montcalm diſclos d the dreadful news, 
And there, O Wolfe, did firſt theſe joyful eyes 
Behold the ſplendors of thy glory rife ; 
'There for long time I ey'd, from day to day, 
What God-like virtues mark'd thy warlike way, 
Till in a fondneſs for thy peerleſs fame, 
Died my averſion to Britannia's name; 
Gaul's mighty chief I ey'd with keenneſs too, 
| But, ah! how diff rent is that chief from you? 
| He, tho more brave than all brave Gallia's race, 
Is mean, is artful, cruel, proud, and baſe; 
Like you, in chace of glory, ſtill he flies, 
But neer, like you, by virtue, wins the prize; 
At length his barb'rous ſcheme to murder thee, 
Far ev'ry thought of friendſhip threw from me : 
But ſince, O Wolfe, to thy attentive ear 
Pve op'd whate'er thy ſoul might wiſh to hear, 
Do thou, in turn, from clouds my boſom free, 
And clear fome doubtful myſteries to me; 
Tell me why nations, bleſs'd with fruitful lands, 
To ſuch wild rage, ſuch dreadful wars, reſort, 
As if they ſtruggled even for life's ſupport; 
Tis true that we engage in ſcenes of blood, 
But then we fight for liberty and food, 
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We fight to guard the elk, or prowling bear, 
For what preſerves our being, claims our care; 
But neither France, or e. can alledge 
Motives like theſe to juſt J their rage, 
Each in herſelf contains an ample ſtore, 
Enough for Nature's wants—man needs no more : 
Then is it hopes to gain a deathleſs name, 
A luſt Ne glory, or a thirſt of fame, 


Or is it dark, unbleſyd religion, ſay, 


Religion's ſelf, that points the hideous way, 
That hurls Europ1's ſtates in tumult all, 
And plants ſuch enmity *twixt you and Gaul ? 


To whom the chief, ere thy enquiring eyes 
Can view the ſource from whence theſe conteſts riſe, 


I muſt to thee, in terms ſuccinct, relate 

A fender hiſt'ry of Britannia's ſtate, 

That then in clearer lights y words may ſhow 

The mighty myſt'ry which thou ſe-K'ft to know; 

When Rome, an awful empire, with wt bound, 

Who long had ruPd it o'er the world around, 

Had for unnumber'd years, Oer Albion's land, 

War'd the dread enſigns of her high command; 

Then hke a mighty ocean ebb'd away, 

And left to other ſtates the fweers of ſway; 

When the bleak north had teem'd her num'rous eat, 

Proud, fierce, rapacious, ignorant and rude, 

When like vaſt torrents o'er our groaning lands, 

Dreadful they'd roll'd their huge unnumber'd bands, 
O Had 
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Had hurPd fierce flames and deſolation round, 
And all our towns in blood and flaughter drown'd ; 
Then for to crown this endleſs train of woes, 
From Gaul's dark ſhore a bloody tyrant roſe, 
He, like a low'ring tempeſt, edg'd with flame, 
Fierce from the ſouth diſpenſing ruin came; 
He, with loud thunders hurPd all juſtice down, 
And feiz'd, with lawleſs hands, Britannia's crown; 
Tas from this conqueſt of the Britiſh ſtate 
Sprang the firſt ſeeds of Gaub's and England's hate, 
And from this fource ſprang all the endieis wars, 
That ſhook their empires in ſucceeding years; 
For the proud tyrant, whoſe victorious hand 
Thus bound in ſcrvile chains Britannia's land, 
Where round great Gallia's ſhore extends the fea, 
Ere oer our much lov'd iſle he'd rear'd his ſway, 
Ruf d o'er fair Normandy's extenſive plain, 
And when, by length of time, his impious race 
Were in their new-got empire fix'd in peace, 
They, with unbated ardour, ſtill eſſay'd 
To hold the realm their anceſtors had fway'd. 
Pour'd forth her fons to guard theſe foreign lands ; 
Gaul faw, with jealous eye, their near advance, 
And ftrove to chaſe them from the coaſt of France, 


Till from their ſtrife eternal wars aroſe, 
That plung'd each kingdom in a world of woes; | 
| But 
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But while theſe wars with horror fill'd the earth, 
They ſerv'd as nurs'ries to heroic worth, 


For hence great chiefs immortaliz'd their name, 
And down to future ages ſtretch'd their fame; 
Foremoſt of theſe, on Albion's glorious throne, 


He fierce at Creſly, with reſiſtleſs hand, 

'Thro' countlefs myriads led his conqu'ring band, 

Made, in his wrath, unnumber'd ſquadrons fall, 

And cruſh'd at one huge blow the pride of Gaul; 

Nor does his fon with leſſer glory blaze, 

His fon, whoſe earlieſt deeds were crown'd with praiſe, 

Who at fam'd Poictiers, with a {lender band, 

Cruſh'd all the countleſs troops of Gallia's land, 

Made her proud Monarch to his arm to yieid, 

And dragg'd him bound in chains from off the field. 

Henry, that glorious ſunbeam of renown, 

Next grac'd with vict'ry's rays Britannia's crown, 

He like a torrent, with impetucus force, 

Roll'd o'er expiring France his thund'ring courſe ; 

Whelm'd at the ſhock, her tott'ring throne gave way, 

And all the proſtrate realm confeſs'd his ſway : 

But, oh! fad fate, he mournful breath'd his laſt, 

Ere he could fix his glorious empire faſt. 

Now Luther roſe, that fun whoſe ſplendid Eght 

Chas'd from the earth the clouds of mental night, 

Britain, with joy, beheld its dawning rays, j 

And baſk'd with tranſport in the glorious blaze, 
= But f 
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But thoughtleſs France the proffer'd luſtre flies, 
And in her native gloom till grov'ling lies, 

This with new fury ſwells the former fire, 

And adds new rage to ſtimulate their ire: 

Religion now foments their deadly hate, 

And keeps alive the feeds of foul debate 

Hence thro' an endleſs train of countleſs years, 
Have they engag'd in fierce religious wars; 

Hence when foul James, proud, bigoited, and vain, 
Strove o'er religion's ſelf to fix his reign, 

When he effay'd to bind the Britiſh fhore, 
And the dark age of ignorance reſtore, 

Gaus mighty king eſpous'd his impious cauſe, 

And pour'd her myriads to enforce his laws; 
Hence when o'erthrown by Heav'n's avenging hand, 
He fled all trembling from Britannia's land: 

Gaul, to receive him, op'd her ſhelt'ring arms, 

And boidly ſcreen'd him from impending harms 
Then for to ſtamp us Gaul's eternal focs, 

A mightier ſource of fierce contention roſe, 


Britain, by views of wild ambition led, 

Wide o'er this weiltern world her empire ſpread, 

Till with high ſplendour and enormous ze 

Another Albion here was ſcen to rie; 

Gaul, with a jealous eye, beheld our reign, 

_ Widening thus glorious o'er this weſtern plain, 

Then on all ſides the toil'd with all her force, 

To check the ſweilings of our ſplendid courſe, 
| Cloſe 
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Cloſe round our bounds ſhe ſpread her num'rous bands, 


She flew our ſubjects, and uſurp'd our lands, 

Till from this dreadful ſource that war ſprang forth, 

Which now with gen'ral horror fills the earth: 

Full well, my gen'rous friend, thou know'ſt how here, 

In the firſt conflicts of this furious war, 

That low'ring fortune, with uncheck'd diſgrace, 

Daſt'd all the efforts of Britannia's race; 

In Europe too long time her angry frown, 

Aw'd the high tow'rings of our glory down, | 

Born for to ſhine the glory of our age, 

Nobly ſerene, and reſolutely great, 

Seiz'd the bruis d helm of the juſt finking ſtate z 

Rous'd at his voice then all our ſouls caught fire, 

We ruſt'd on France with ficrce o'erwhelming ire, 

Bore in our wrath her countleſs armies down, 

And made all nations tremble at our frown ; 

At length, on Minden's all immortal plain, 

In a late defp'rate fight Brit ar nĩa's train 

Purchas'd a glory, wiſe unrivall'd blaze 

Outſhines the mighitieſt deeds of former days, 

Here a flight band of thrice three thouſand roſe, 

Fearleſs unaw'd againſt a world of foes; 

Fierce as a tempeſt, with impetuous ſweep, 

Tears up the boſom of the rolling deep, 

They, thro? unnumber'd myriads, force their way, 

And by one thund' ring effort won the day, 4 
| O3 While 
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White the vaſt armies of Germaniæ's ſtates, 


Did nought but wonder at their glorious feats : 
Thus, O my friend, Pve giv'n to thee to know, 
The three great ſources whence theſe conteſts flow ; 
And now ſo long this keen eternal hate, 
Has ruPd the motions of each adverſe ſtate, 
That firmly rooted is its dark controul, 
Deep in the eſſence of each hoſtile foul, 
That ev'ry Briton, ev'n from youth's firſt ſtage, 
Ne'er looks on Gallia but with eyes of rage, 

Eyes ev'ry Briton as a merc'leſs foe. 

Is there not then, my friend, the Indian cries, 
Another ſource from whence theſe conteſts rife, 
Do not their adverſe governments increaſe 

Their keen, uncealing enmity to peace? 

No, my good friend, the gen'rous chief rejoin'd, 
Here ſome groſs error has miſled thy mind 

For tho? fair freedom rules Britannia's plain, 

How can this claſh with Gauls deſpotic reign ? 
To whom the Indian then, with haſte, returns, 
Now fince, O Wolfe, to my all-wond'ring thought, 
The chance of converſe has this ſubject brought, 
Do thou a few ſhort things be pleas'd to ſay, 
On the vile progreſs of defpotic ſway ; / 


Say what dark Pow'r firit gave this monſter birth, 


And fent it here to ſccurge the ſons of earth; | 
| | Sax, 
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Say, what wild frenzy urg'd Europa's land 
For no felt fury that torments mankind, 
Fer with ſuch keen abhorrence fill d my mind ; 


"Tis true, when riſing diſcord gives command, 


We call a chief to lead our vet' ran band, 
But ev'n while he, all-“ d by glory's flame, 


We, on his word, no mightier pow'r confer 
Than what's expedient to conduct the war, 
And ev'n while he, with tow'ring glory crown'd, 
Rules o'er the motions of the realms around, © 
By which his pride can grind the ſubject lanz; 
Our elders too exert ſome trivial ſway, 

And we the mandate of their wills obey, 
But theſe ſage chiefs no claims to empire raiſe, = 
But what grave wiſdom gives, ad length of days. 
He ccas'd.—The gen'rous Wolfe, with thoughtful 
Paug'd for a flender ſpace, then thus rejoin d 

A time there was when man, exempt from fault, 
Obey'd no laws but thoſe which Heav'n had taught, 
When they, diſpers'd thro' earth's remoteſt bounds, 


Knew of no ſtates, ſocieties, or towns; - 


But when the flames of diſcord firſt burſt forth, 


When firſt the luſt of rapine fIFd the earth, 
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Then to find ſhelter from the gath'ring ſtorm, 
Men, in ſocieties, were ſeen to form, 

And for to keep internal feuds away, 

Kings they created, with unbounded ſwayz 
But theſe, tho' grac'd with pow'r thus unconfin'd, 
They on their people's love {till fix d their throne, 
And made the int'reſt of the realms their own : 
Thus the high race of monarchs firſt began, 
Till a foul train aroie, who, flaves to pride, 
Far from their father's virtues turn'd afide, 
Who, fir'd to frenzy, in ambition's cauſe, 
Trar: pled on juſtice and on freedom's laws, 

And of their ſceptres, for juſt ends deſign'd, 
Made an unpitying fcourge to gall mankind ; 
And now earth's mightieft empires, deaf to ſhame, 
Thro'ꝰ a falſe rev'rence for a monarc!y's name, 
Bear the vile laſhes of their tyrant's rod 

With more obedience than they ſerve their God; 
But thu” ſome ſtoop to tyranny's foul reign, 
Others there are who fcorn the ſervile chain, 
Others there are who vindicate their rights, 
And baſk in freedom's moſt refulgent lights ; 
Foremoſt in this great lift is ſeen to ſtand 
Britain, my dear, my much lov'd native land, 
She {till diſdains, beneath a tyrant's frown, 
To bow the glories of her empire down, 


She 
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She on her king no mightier pow'r beſtows 
Thanks to thy care, the gen'rous chief rejoin'd, 
For thou with Wiſdom's rays haſt *lum'd my mind, 
"Tis thou canſt drive black error's miſt away, 
And thus to artleſs ſouls the truth diſplay ; 
But fince, O mighty Wolfe, thy piercing fight 
Can bring each darkſome myſtery to light, 
Tell me, for ſure thou canſt explore the cauſe, 
What prompts vile man to look thro” Nature's laws, 
What prompts him"thus to mount the ſtarry ſkies, 
And tempt the ways of Heav'n with impious eyes; 
How better far to keep to Nature's road, ; 
And tread the facred paths preſcriv'd by God, 
How better far with life's calm ſweets content, 
Thankful t enjoy what pow'r divine has ſent, 
Than thus to heavinly things our views to raiſe, 
And in purfuit of knowledge forfeit caſe. 
To whom the chief. Had man kept Nature's road, 
Did he ſtill tread the paths prefcrib'd by God, 
Then the proud arts, that now ſo keenly bright, 
Thro' the gay world of ſcience beam their light, 
Had ne'er their ſhining ſplendors pour'd around, 
But all been quite unkno un or uſcleſs found; 
But ſince refinement whets the human taſte, 
Since the mild joys of nature all have ceas'd, 
Tis theſe alone can feed our wild defires, 
And check unwieldy life's coniuming fires, 
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More than at firſt appear to vulgar eyes; 
We learn to plow the vaſt capacious main, 
Thro' the wide wat' ry waſte our courſe to guide, 
And fetch from diſtant nations all their pride; 
We learn to ſubject all her force to ours, 


We learn from hence to cleave the mountain's fide, 


To fell vaſt foreſts, check the rolling tide, 
From earth's dark womb to call the teeming ore, 
And gild, with glitt ring piles, the blazing ſhore ; 
I grant that ſome who ſcorn true Wiſdom's worth, 
With empty ſpeculations cloud the earth, 

That they preſume to ſcan great Nature's cauſe, 
To meaſure matter, and preſcribe it laws, 

To fix thy efſence, ev'n Jehovah thine, 

And caſt their cenſures on thy will divine, 

Take with aſſiduous care a worſe extreme, ; 
Waſte all that wit which might their glory raiic, 
Yet thoſe who guide calm reafon's courſe aright, 
Who thro” experience look for wiſdom's light, 
May in the end obtain the glorious prize, 

And ope her facred ſtores to mortal eyes: 

Permit me thus to tell what man may know, 
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And where it ſhould reſtrain its uſeleſs flight; 
We know that mighty Sol ſelf-pois'd is found 
Full in the centre of the worlds around, 
That his huge orb pours forth a boundleſs blaze, 

That fix ſtupendous globes, all mildly bright, 
Swift round his glitt'ring throne direct their flight, 
That he's the life, the ſtrength, the foul of all, 

And chears with gemal rays each pending ball, 
Rolls thro? her mighty circle once a year, 
And gild, with ſparkling light, the ſplendid fly, 
Are a vaſt countleſs train of flaming ſuns, 
And that round each a circling fyſtem runs; 8 
We know the juſt eternal laws of God, 

Which guide our courſe thro? virtue's facred road, 
Reaſon alone, morality can prove, 

And teach us piety and ſocial love: 
Thus far may man's reſearches mount with eaſe, 
Thus far our fight may trace our Maker's ways; 
But whoſoe' er would paſs theſe ſaered bounds, 
Finds but abortion ail and truth confounds. 
The Indian then. Whate'er thou yet can'ſt ſay, 
Tends but to fix my ſoul its former way, 
Tends but to prove that arts deſtroy our reſt, 
And that a pure unpoliſ''d life's the beft ; 
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And ſure we've cauſe to curſe refinement's charms, 
Thoſe that involve our race in countleſs harms, 
For what could prompt whole worlds, with plenty 
bleſt, 
To quit, for ſtormy ſeas, their peaceful reſt, 
What could have lur'd them from their native lands, 
To plunge in endleſs woes our guiltleſs bands, 
What but that Þaſe inſatiate luſt of gain, | 
And from whence ſprang this boundleſs luſt of pelf, 
But from the treach'rous womb of ſcience ſelf? 
Now. O great Wolfe, while night's all-ruling wand 
Lulls into ſoft repoſe each circling band, 
Do thou, in terms ſuccinct, to me diſcloſe 
The riſe and progreſs of my country's woes; 
For hiſt'ry's lights have beam'd them down to thee, 
And theſe, thou know'ſt, have been deny'd to me, 
And oft it brings the ſoul ſome ſweet relief, 
To know the firſt fad fource of all its grief. 
If this in aught, my friend, the chief rejoin'd, 
Can ſooth the patriot anguiſh of thy mind, 
Tu tell thee how theſe tyrants ruſh'd from far, 
| And how this trembling world they plung'd in war. 
| But ob, my friend, thy gedlike foul I truſt, 
That ſoul, fo pure, fo faithful, and fo juſt, 
Will from al! foul reproach the guiltleſs ſree, 
Nor for the crimes of others centure me. 
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Long had our mighty world, which ſplendid lies 
Beneath the concave of the eaſtern ſkies, 
Been bleſt with art's bright rays with police all, 
And view'd her empire riſe, and kingdoms fall, 
While theſe vaſt eaſtern ſhores, thus held by you, 
Were hid in darkneſs from our clouded view 
For know the far-ſtretch'd deep that now expands 
Its huge impediment around theſe lands, 
Has with its wat'ry arms, ſince time's firſt birth, 
| From ours disjoin'd this portion of the earth: 
At length Columbus, whoſe exalted mind 
Long rang'd the paths of ſcience unconfin'd, 
Whoſe foul had pierc'd the laws of nature all, 
And knew the figure of our eartlily ball, 
Reſolv'd, by ſteering oer the weſtern main, 
To ſcek a paſſage to Indoſtan's plain. 
Such were, at firſt, the bounds of his intent, 
Tho? widely diffrent was the great event; 
| Swelld with the ſplendour of the glorious plan, 
From ſhore to ſhore then few the God-like man: 
He flew from Italy to Gallia's plain, 
Thence to Britannia, o'er the rulling main, 
While all theſe mighty ſtares, by turns, he preit, 
For means to crown the project of his breaſt, 
But ail, by darkſome ignorance, betray'd, 
ScoF'd at the maichleſs ſchemes his wiſdom? laid. 
At length fam'd Ifabel, whoſe gentle reign _=_ 
Bleſt the glad kingdoms on the coaſts of Spain, . 3 
With courteous {ſniles approves his God-like aim, 
And gives him means to execute his ſcheme ; 
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The ruling paſſion of her ſex ſubdues, 
And pomp reſigns for more exalted views, 
With three flight barks, to ſtem the wat' ry roar, 
Our bold adventurer left Iberia's ſnore; 
Then o'er the boſom of the boundleſs deep, 
Soon were his rapid veſſels ſeen to ſweep, 
Wide o'er the wat' ry waſte Columbus bore 
His courſe, thro* „ plow'd before, 


At length, to pull his tow'ring proſpects down, 
Fortune, on ev'ry fide, begins to frown, 
The heav'ns grow black, the winds tempeſiuous blow, 
The dark abyſs loud thund'ring yawns below, 
While no glad land brings comfort to his eye, 

But all is boundleſs ſca or gloomy ſky, 

But not the boiſtrous roaring of the wind, 

In worſe perplexities involv'd his mind, 

Nor all the horrors that aſſaiFd his view, 

Than the dire clamours of his frantic crew, 

They all, impatient of the gen'ral grief, 

Bent all their fury on their God-like chief, 

And while, with threats, they compaſ:'d him around, 
Prepar'd to plunge him in the gulph profound; 
When lo, to ſereen him from their mere'leſs ſpite, 
Sudden a finiling land uproſe to fight, 
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A ſpacious iſle, whoſe wide extended plain, 
Shines o'er the boſom of the rolling main, 
Whoſe tow'ring groves eternal greens unfold, 
Whofe hills bright entrails flame with mines of gold, 
Whoſe ſtreams pellucid fertilize the ſhore, 
And pouring roll o'er ſands of glittring ore, 
Whole gen'rous ſons, untaught luxurious pride, 
Took ſimple nature for their only guide, 
Tir, in calm innocence, their native earth, 
And knew no land but that which gave them birth ; 
This beauteous ifle, for future woes fo fam'd, 
Was fince, by Europe, Hiſpaniola nam'd, 
When from the crowded ſhore, with wond'ring eyes, 
Theſe Indians ſaw the tow'ring ſhips . 
When they beheld them ſwift approachi 
How did their boſoms thrill with take and fear, 
Firft their wild fancy, loſt in ns amaze, 
Thought them huge mountains rolling o'er the ſeas, 
And as they faw their flute ring ſails outſpread, 
They deem'd them foreſts on the mountain's head; 
But when they faw, in many a ſprightly band, 
A race of mortals guide the floating land, 
Twas then to gloomieſt wonder's diſmal reign 
Stoop'd the ſtunn'd fouls of all the gazing train, 
Torpid they ſtand to ſee, diſcharg'd on earth, 
Meanwhile Columbus led his chearful band 
Forth from their veſſels to the ſmiling land, 
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Thick on all hands the thouglitleſs Indian race 
Crowded to offer all the ſweets of peace; 
But, ah! their artleſs ſouls but little knew 
What they muſt ſuffer from this ſtranger crew, 
Sway'd by a pure ſimplicity of thought, 
From ev'ry ſide huge piles of gold they brought, 
Theſe they diſplay'd to catch the ſtrangers. eyes, 
Nor knew deſtruction lurk'd beneath their dies; 
But great Columbus, gen'rous and humane, 
KReſtrain'd within due bounds his ſordid train, 
He from all harm then ſereen'd the Indian race, 
And ſooth'd the fury of his troops to peace. 
But when th.is God-like chief ſhall be no more, 
u muſt to rapine yield, and wild uproar. 
Now when the matchleſs hero long had ſcann'd, 
And prov'd this iſland not Indoftan's land, 
When to his foul it ſeems a boundleſs ſhore, 
To the vaſt eaſtern world unknown before, 
High ſwells his boſom with keen glory's flame, 
At the bright proſpect of his future fame, 
Hack to Iberia, ver the rolling ſea, 
Then, with ſwift haſte, he wings his eager way, 
And when, deſcending on the joyful ſtrand, 
He bears the great, the glorious news, to land, 
Thro' all her echoing realms with loud acclaim, 
All the glad ſons of Spain ſhout forth his nage, 
While her good queen pours forth, in countleſs ſhow'rs, 
On his great head {ti!] mor: exalt:d pow'rs 
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He ſteers to ſeek the new diſcover'd ſhore, 
Wide o'er the weſtern waves he bent his flight, 
Till this vaſt continent appear'd in fight, 

Whoſe huge unbounded plains ſtretch o'er the earth, 
From Patagonia to the boiſt'rous North, 

Bent his ſwift courſe to Hiſpaniola's ſhore, 

There he effay'd to ſtretch Iberia's reign 

Ofer the mild natives of her ſmiling plain; 

But he, for this great end, fo gently ſtrore, 

That his ſweet virtues gain'd the nation's love, 
Now, with fierce rage, pour'd in on ev'ry fide, 
Bent were to load the earth with worlds of ſlain, 
With merc'leſs hate oppos'd the God-like man, 

And check'd the progreſs of his righteous plan; 
Yet he, ſtill ſway'd by gentleneſs and peace, 
Strove, from their wrath, to ſcreen the Indian race, 
"Till, from his high command, he's dragg'd away, 
To vile Iberia, o'er the rolling fea, 
There, in a diſmal dungeon, chain'd, forlorn, 
Doom'd the dark remnant of his days to meurn, 

A fad requital ſure for all his toil ! 

Yet, O thou God-like fpirit of that chief, 
Who here did ſtruggle with ſuch ſeas of grief, 
> 
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Ne'er let thy breaſt at this hard fate repine, 
For lo! a glorious recompence is thine 
Thy ſacred name ſhall diſtant times adore, 
When thy proud tyrants ſhall be heard no more, 
Freed from reſtraint ſoon Spain's all-barb'rous bands, 
Pour their wide horrors o'er the groaning lands, 
They ſtab, they flay, they plunge the realm in gore, 
Oer towns, o'er plains, they hurl deſtructive fire, 
And countleſs myriads in the blaze expire; 
Some for to ſhun this defp'rate fcene of blood, 
Fly to the covert of the ſhelt'ring wood, 
Soon with fierce hounds their tyrants chas'd them here, 
And hunt them down like droves of trembling deer, 
Wives, huſbands, infants, virgins, matrons, all, 
Now here, now there, in one black carnage fall; 
| Spain's impious fons, with ſmiles, theſe deaths behold, 
For by theſe deaths they gain a world of gold : 
At length, when this poor iſle exhauſted lies, 
Next to bright Mexico they turn their eyes, 
A mighty empire, whoſe vaſt ſhores expand, 
Far as from this to Florida's fair land, 
There ev'ry mountain opes a world of wealth, 
There ev'ry valley breathes a world of health, 
F'en then began to beam their dawning light. 
To ſack the ſplendors of this glorious reign, 
Hither an ample fleet was ſent by Spain, 
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By dauntleſs Cortes was this ſquadron led, 

A chief to rage, and war's loud tumults bred, 
Whoſe foul ne'er trembled at his Maker's call, 
And knew no God but gold, that lord of all: 
Was from the coaſt of Mexico deſcry'd, 

Thro' all her realm the news ſwift found its way, 
And all the empire ſhook with dire diſmay, 
Ev'n her proud monarch trembled on his throne, 
Dauntleſs the Indians pour'd forth all their force, 
To check the horrors of his threat'ning courſe, 

Firſt with bold hearts the fierce d<termin'd throng, 
To meet the gath'ring tempeſt ruſſid along; 

All hurl loud thunders from their bellowing hands; 
While on all ſides huge burſts of light'ning ly, 
And ſhow'rs of burning globes involve the fly, 
Oferwhelm'd with dire amaze they took to flight, 
And thought of nothing but to ſcape from fight; 
Heav'ns from what region came this God-like train ? 
Theſe men in ſtature muſt be more than gods. 
Thus all o&erwheln'd by blind religious fear, 
Each thought he baniſh'd of the glorious war, 
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And with vile crouchings, meanly bending low, 

Receiv'd, with 22 arms, ks | impious foe. 
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And for to plunge it in a world of woes, 

Full in the centre of a ſpacious flood, 

An ancient palace with I mien; 

This was enclos d with battlement 
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Twas theſe ſtrong walls the proud Iberian hoſt 

Had, by the king, allotted for their poſt; 

There, from the tow'rs, they view'd with wond'ring 
4 

The boundleſs treaſures that wound them riſe, 

For there the wond'ring eye could nought behold 

But walls of jaſper, and bright roofs of gold; 

To glut the av'rice of theſe ſons of pride, 

Huge piles of gold were brought from ev'ry fide, 

But as while fed ſtill ſwells the fiery roar, 

This only ferv'd to whet their thirſt for more; 

Yet ſtill the Indians, deeming them divine, 

Preſent their ſplendid off rings at their ſhrine, 

At length at one bold ſtroke, with lawlefs hand, 

To ſeize the boundleſs treaſures of the land, 
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Cortes, by wily meaſures, well diſguis d, | 
The thoughtleſs monarch, on his throne, ſurpris d, 1 
Dragg'd him from thence with all his furious pow'rs, | 
And cloſe confin'd him in the Spanith tow'rs, 
There, with tyrannic ſway and wily ſkill, | 
Long time he rul'd the trembling monarch's will, | 
While, in his name, he fpread his high command, | 
Ev'n to the utmoſt limits of the land; 3 | 
Nor was this all—for lo, his tow'ring pride | 
Now breathes its dreadful conſequences wide, 
Cities are plunder'd by the Chriſtian race, ii 
Myriads are flaughter'd in the arms of peace, | | 
That theſe baſe fiends might gain a boundleſs ſtore 1 
At length his ſubjects all to vengeance ſpring, 9 
And fly from bondage to releaſe their king, | 
He urg'd, by Cortes, on the rampart roſe, | 
And bids them tamely bear the nation's woes, | 
Spite of his high command, his thund'ring train | 
Still pour their fury on the ſons of Spain, {| 
vim, from their rage, an accidental ſtroke 
Had freed his fpirit from the tyrant's yoke. | 
Straight Guatimozin, whoſe all God-like mind, | 
With boundleſs valour, gentleſt virtues, join'd, AY 
Whoſe daring foul had learn'd for to diſdain i 


Roſe to the throne, amid this ſcene of woe, 


, | And iraight reſolv'd to cruſh the Chriſtian ſoe, 


c 166 J 


Soon, with bold rage, againſt the Chriſtian tow'rs, | 

Onward he led his thund'ring Indian pow'rs ; 

Spain, with like rage, oppos'd his whirling ire, 

And pour'd forth torrents of deſtructive fire, 

Till in the tempeſt of o'erwhelming ball, 

Full half his tott'ring myriads ſeem'd to fall, 

Yet ſtyl, with ſteady perſevering might, 

He braves the dreadful horrors of the fight, 

Thick from his front darts, ſtones, and arrows fly, 

In a loud tempeſt thro' the echoing ſky, 

For theſe, alas! were all they could oppoſe, 

To the dire thunders of their Chriſtian foes. 

Full many a day bold Cortes thus withſtood, 

Full many a day did thus his ſlender bands 

Withſtand the efforts of unnumber'd lands, 

Till quite weigh'd down, by war's o'erwhelming 
weight, 

They ſeem'd juſt yielding to the frowns of fate, 

Shelter'd, at length, by night's impervious ſcreen, 

Silent as death he quit the dreadful ſcene, 

And, with ſwift march, he led his ſhatter'd band, 

To ſeek for refuge in a diſtant land; 5 

Then all o erwhelm'd, by Fortune's dark controul, 

Had ſunk the boundleſs projects of his ſoul, 

But lo, amid this diſmal ſcene of grief, 
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Full half the empire from its duty draws, 

To ſhare his fortunes, and eſpouſe his cauſe, 

Oh! hapleſs race, what tides of endleſs woe, 

Soon with a mightier hoſt he march'd once more 

Back to the city he had fled before 

Ships he erected, on the rolling tide, 

To block this city in on ev'ry fide; 
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That from their cannon breath d deſtruction forth, 

Soon from all fides, o'er all the bello ing ſhore, 

Burſt forth the horrors of their thund' ring roar, 

Fierce from their mouths ſtream forth vaſt ſeas of fire, 

Thick deaths fly round, black clouds of ſmoke aſpire, 

Full on the town deſcend the ſtorms of ball, | 

And hurl its tott' ring domes in ruin all, 

Aw'd at the terrors of the thund ring fire, 

From ſtreet to ſtreet the Indians ſwift retire ; 

From ſtreet to ftreet purſues their trembling courſe, 

Still as he moves he breathes wide ſlaughter round, 

Yet ſtill his foes maintain the dire debate, 

And turning combat as they ſwift retreat: 

Thus rag'd fierce Cortes thro? this ſcene of blood, 

Till all who dare ſuſtain the loud alarms, 

Had, helpleſs, funk beneath his conqu'ring arms; 
| Thus, 
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Thus, when the proſtrate town was quite o erthrown, 
In his true light the barb'rous victor ſhone, 
Myriads he plunges in the rage of fire, 

That thoſe keen pangs might force them to diſcloſe 
Where lay their gold, that ſource of all their woes, 
Nor could his ſpotleſs rays of pure renown, 

In aught the tyrant's merc'leſs wrath aſſuage, 

Or ſcreen the guiltleſs monarch from his rage; 
For lo, behold him, with relentleſs ire, 

Plung'd in the horrors of deſtructive fire, 

Keen pangs ariſe, thick flames around him roll, 
Yet not a groan eſcapes his manly foul, 

He, with more glory, ſhone in that ſad hour, 
Than Cortes” felf array'd in all his pow'r : 

Thus did this monſter, by a world of crimes, 
Stamp, with the ſeal of guilt, thoſe hatcſul times; 
Thus did his barb'rous deeds efface the fame, 
Which elſe his conqu'ring arms had gain'd his name. 
Far to the ſouth a mighty empire lies, 
Where tow'ring Andes cleave the yielding ſkies, 
Wide, as the burning zone, are feen expand, 
The far-ſtretch'd regions of this ſmiling land, 
And, like bright Mexico's late conquer'd ſhore, 
All its vaſt entrails teem'd with ſhining ore 
Long had the people of this wide domain, 
In a dall ſtate of mental darkneſs lain, 
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Till Mango came, to cultivate their hearts, 
Then ſpacious towns aroſe at his command, 
And agriculture til'd the ſmiling land; 
But tho” their manners were thus more refin'd, 
Truth in their fouls for ever held her reign, 
Bmooch roll'd their circling years in calm delight, 
And all was tranquil and ſerenely bright; 
Yet not the virtues cf this guiltlefs train, 
Alas ! could fcreen them from the rage of Spain. 
Scarce had, with dire uproar, the ſplendid throne 
Of ruin'd Mexico been quite o'erthrown, 
When bold Pizarro, who, intent on fame, 
Sought, like vile Cortes, to exalt his name, 
Into the center of their peaceful land 
Led, with keen fury, a relentleſs band; 
A prince he was, humane and nobly great, 
Who rul'd, at that ſad time, this hapleſs ſtate, 
Mild, as a god, he'd fway'd the mighty ſhore, 
And Atabalip, was the name he bore, 
Without ſuſpicion of their vile intent, 
He forth to meet the warlike ſtrangers went, 
Then on an ample plain he took his poſt, 
To wait the coming of proud Europe's hoſt, Sg 
High on a ſplendid throne with glory crown'd, 
With all his dazzling armies rang'd around, 
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Aloft he fat when, to his wond' ring view, 
Appear'd the terrors of the Chriſtian crew ; 
Long this bold leader of the Chriſtian race, 
With vaſt Peru's dread king commun'd in peace, 
He this great monarch to the crown of Spain, 
Their native innocence, without annoy ; 
Pizarro promis d fair, and all the feene 
Preſents a proſpect tranquil and ſerene, 
When lo a prieft, with ſanctimonious face, 
One of that treach'rous vile perfidious race, 
Who, in religion's cloak, conceal'd their crimes 
And cheat, with ſemblance fair, the pliant times, 
Cry'd to the king, Behold the goſpel lights, 
Inſtant you muſt believe the Chriltian rites, 
Tho? his vile ſoul well knew the monarch's heart, 
Saw not the ſenſe theſe myitic words impart ; 
In vain theſe jarring words inactive ro!l, 
They bear no meaning to the :aonarcls ſoul, 
And he, *till tutor'd in their dark intent, 
| Boldly refus'd to give a blind aſſent. 
Fierce, to his friends, the prieſt then cry'd aloud, 
Hurl all your vengeance on this impious crowd; 
Swift at the word their guns, with thund'ring ire, 
Pour d forth huge torrents of deſtruclixe fire, = 
Dreadful 
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Dreadful they ſweep along the echoing plain, 

And daſh to atoms all the trembling train, 
Thouſands on thouſands, proſtrate fall around, 

And ſeas of pouring blood o erſlow the ground, 
Then with their ſwords high whirling in their hands, 
Furious they ruſh among the ſcattering bands, 


Swift, with unnumber'd blows, they whelm in gore 


The hapleſs few who ſcap'd from death before; 


Straight from his throne, with keen relentleſs ſcorn, 


Away in chains the helpleſs monarch's borne, 
Nor could their gen'rous chief, whoſe nobler mind, 
Was ſtill to deeds of lenity inclin'd, 

Reſtrain the fury of his merc'leſs crew, 

He wept, alas! twas all the good could do; 
Ends with the horrors of the dreadful fight, 

For lo, in ſpite of all an empire's cries, 

Of all the tears that filPd his ſubjects eyes, 
Soon, with keen rage, their vile relentleſs hand 
Slew the good monarch of the guiltleſs land, 
Then grim on ev'ry fide, with wild uproar, 
Dreadful they ruſh o'er all the trembling 

Where mild religion once the nation fway'd, | 
Kings ruf d with juſtice, men with joy obey'd, 
Where reign'd mild plenty, reign'd each gentler art, 


Now, with blind rage, the barb'rous ſons of Spain, 
Pour their dire horrors o'er each groaning plain, 
Q2 Infants 


That ſmooths the manners, and that charms the heart; 
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Infants they butcher'd, heedleſs of their cries, 

| Wives they polluted in their huſbands eyes, 
Myriads on myriads each ſucceeding day, 
They gave to death an unreſiſting prey, 
Till quite bereft of all their harmleſs bands, 
Deſart, as Zembla, ſeem'd the drooping lands. 
Soon all Europa's nations, taught by Spain, 
Sought to the new-ſound world to ſtretch their reign, 
And ſoon, like her, all gan for to expand 
Their empire o'er this new-diſcover'd land, 

Acroſs tke ocean Lufitania ſped, 

And thro” the wide Brazils her empire ſpread, 
Where rolls the Amazon, her wat'ry ſtore, 

And like an ocean ſwells along the ſhore ; 

And ev'n Britannia's ſelf, then deaf to ſhame, 
Fail'd not to theſe vaſt corfts to urge her claim, 
Acroſs the deep, her emigrating bands 

Pour'd like huge torrents to theſe haplefs lands, 

Till from the northern pole to Cancer's linie, 
Were her all ruling ſtandards ſcen to ſliine; 

But let what will fucceed in later tia:;ce, 

'Their firſt mild progreſs was not mark'd by crimes, 
Too well they knew the ſtrength of frecdom's charms, 
To found their title on the force of arms, 
They, from the natives, bought their uſcleſs plain, 
Nor launch'd in horrors like the ſons of Spain. 
Next impious Gaul, who views, with jealous eyes, 
The various projects of the world ariſe, 


Who 
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Who anxious watches each quick turn of chance, 
And lets nought ſlip that may her pow'r advance, 
Swift o'er the ocean took her boundleſs flight, 

And fnatch'd from Britain half her lawful right, 

Oer Canads's wide plains ſhe ſpread her ſway, 
Yet not content with all this mighty ſhore, 
She, on Britannia's ſons, ſtill preſs'd for more, 
And, filFd with wonder, at the tale appears. 

Now when the dazzling ſource of chearing day, 
Thro' half his nether courſe had wing'd his way, 
The God-like hero, and his Indian gueſt, 
Prepar'd to haſten to the arms of reſt ; 
Firſt to the covert of a neighb'ring tent, 

With his brave friend the God-like hero went, 
There to a downy couch he him reſign'd, 

That lures to gentle ſleep his wearied mind, 

Then to his own bright tent once more ke goes, 

His train diſmiſs'd, he haſtes to ſoft repoſe, 

Scarce on the couch his temp' rate body lies, 

When ſilent flumbers ſeal his peaceful eyes. 
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BOOK THE FIFTH. 


Soon as the fun, with conqu'ring rays, ſhot forth, 
And clear'd from ſhadowy glooms the ſmiling earth, 
With eager haſte the mighty Wolfe aroſe, 

And thro” the ſlumb'ring camp to Leſter goes; 
Stretch'd on his couch he found the Cod-like man, 
Gave him a gentle ſhake, and thus began :— 

Riſe, O my gen'rous friend, come riſe to find 

A taik well worthy of thy noble mind, 

"Fis the brave Indian chief that claims thy care, 
Long that fad chief has pin'd in dark deſpair, 
Long has he mourn'd his lov'd Tamina loſt, 
Now a fad captive on fome diitant coaſt ; + 
But, oh do thou thro” every region fly, | 
Search ev'ry land beneath the weitern iky, 
Contemn all dangers, all oppoſing harms, 
And bring that long-loit treaſure to his arms: 
Think what keen joy muſt fwell the gen rous breaſt, 
A lcf.y bark now waits at yonder ſtrand, 

To waft thee hence to Nova Scotia's lan“, 

Thence to the ſhores of Penuſylvania go, 

For there I deem thou'it find this child of woe, 


. | 
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But ev'n when bleft with her you homeward ſteer, 
Let her not know her long-loſt lord is here, 
Leſt you ſhould rob me of the bliſs we find, 
When we ſurprize, with joy, a grief-ſunk mind. 
So ſpoke the chief, the gen'rous Lefter roſe, 
And ſtraight to execute his charge he goes, 
Pleas'd with the deed, the God-like gen'ral went, 
Then with ſwift ſtep towards his tow'ring tent, 
To call the leaders of his vet'ran bands; 
Soon the bold leaders of the warlike throng, 
To learn his mighty mandate, roll'd along, 
Eager they all around their ger'ral preſt, 
Anxious to know the purpoſe 6, his breaſt, 
Nor did the rulers of the thund'ring fleet, 
At this illuſtrious council, fail to mect; 
When, riſing flow, great Wolfe the ſilence broke, 
And thus, in manly accents, gravely fpokte — 
Fruitleſs, my friends, my partners in this war, 
Fruitlefs you fee has been my conſtant care, 
Fruitleſs the vaſt, the countleſs ſchemes Pve try'd, 
To curb fierce Gallia's all- deſtructixe pride; 
In vain Tve ſtrove to lure yon army down, 
In vain Tve ſtrove to force yon hoſtile town, 
In vain l've ſtruggled ſtill, from day to day, 
Wich all the perils that impede our way: 
High on yon tow'ring hills ſtill frowns the foe, 
And mocks, with ſcoraful taunts, our toils below, 
Yet, 
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Yet, O! my friends, let not your ſouls deſpair, 
Some glorious chance may yet reverſe the war, 
Would you but aid my laſt, my nobleſt ſcheme, 
Britain may ſtill retrieve her former fame, 
While the all-ruling night, in fleep profound, 
Lulls the loud buſtlings of the world around, 

Silent as death in boats our ſteady band | 
Were this but done, that wiſh'd-for town's our 
And all the vaunting of proud Gauf's O erthrown. 

Nor think it needleſs thus to ſtorm the place, 
Winter's all- conqu'ring blaſts come on apace, 
And ſhould we now let flip the preſent hours, 
Soon will the gath'ring ice chaſe hence our pow'rs, 
Yet ſhould not all approve the bold deũgn, 
Still, with this little band, refolv'd III fly 
To meet the countleſs foe, and bravely die; 
Better it is to fall with deathleſs fame, 
Than to furvive to view our country's ſhame, 
Scarce had he ſpoke when all the vet'ran crowd, 
Swell'd with high tranſport, vent their joys aloud, 
All try who moſt may praiſe the glorious plan, 

And thus the God-like Townſhend fwift began :— — 
Good Heav'ns! what fear could thus thy foul alarm, 
How couldft thou think we'd cer deſert thy arm, 
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How couldſt thou think we'd &er the combat fice, 
When ury'd to vict'ry by a chief like thee; 
Fir'd with proud hope when thou ſhalt lead the 
way, | | 

Joyful we'll ruſh to meet the glorious fray, 
There ſhouldf thou fall beneath all- conqu' ring death, f 
Joyful with thee we'll all reſign our breath, 
Joyful on thee, thro? ſeas of blood, we'll wait, 
Tis glorious ſure to ſhare our hero's fate. 
He ſpoke, when Saunders, thus with eager haſte, 
FuPd with like thirit of fame his foul expreſt: 
Go then, brave Wolfe, my nobleſt, beſt of friends, 
Go where thy ſoul, chy dauntleſs ſoul intends, 
Shall back your efforts, and ſuſtain the fight; 
While the brave hoſt, led on by thy command, 
Above the town ſhall dare the hoſtile band, 

Here, with the thunder of my flects, FIl make 
Yon tow'ring ramparts to their baſes ſhake, 

And when yon rock ſhall ring with dire alarms, 
Here, with a ſhow'r of bail, Pl aid thy arms; 

And ev'n ſhiouldſt thou be hurPd from off the coaſt, 
No mighty loſs thall thence o'ertake thy hoſt ; 
Then ſhall my ſhips approach the hoſtile ſtrand, 
And guard, with thund'ring might, thy routed band; 
Then ſhall our boats thy ſhatter'd troops receive, 

And waft them ſafe acroſs the rolling wave. 
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Go then, O Wolfe, perform thy bold deſign, 
Bid Britain's name with endlefs glories ſhine, 
For ſur: ſucceſs muſt crown the glorious day, 
When thy all-conqu'ring hand thall point the way ; 
Soldiers to thoſe they love are ever true, 
They'll dare ev'n death itſelf for one like you. 
Long, Saunders, long, the gen'rous chief replies, 
While rapture ſparkles from his gliſt ning eyes, 
Long has my ſoul admir'd thy glorious courſe, 
Much do we owe to thy intrepid force, 
In ev'ry ſcheme, in ev'ry bold defign, 
Surely the foe beneath our pow'r muſt fall, 
But ere, brave friends, we tempt this glorious deed, 
We'll firſt to Levie's point from hence proceed, 
There, while our fleets ſhall breathe wild terror, 
here, 
n car ea 68 owe, 
Sudden he'll find us at his city gates, 
Then ſhould 2 ger'ral fray fpread round the coaſt, | 
Think how if once we fly, our all is loſt, 


Think how this dang'rous ſcheme's our laſt reſource, 

Think of the former glories of our name, 

Fight then, my friends, xnd grand your former fame 
When 
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When to the fight we lead our dauntleſs hoft, 


Fearleſs of death ruſh on the pow'r of Gaul, 
Nor fly till not a man remains to fall, 
We in our country's cauſe ſhould death defy, 
Rather than meanly live, tis great to die. 
The hero ceas d, his gen rals all approve, 

Thick from the tent, in ſwarming crowds, they 
Each to his quarters flies with eager ſp-ed, 
Anxious to execute what Wolfe creed, 

Soon on all fides the joyful buſtling hoſt 

Are ſeen prepare to leave the fatal coaſt, 
The ſtores embark'd, the ſcouts calPd in from far, 
The ſwarming troops forſake the trembling ſtrands, 
And crowd the echoing flect with countleſs bands; 
Then in two parts the num'rous flects divide, 
One waits the army o'er the rolling tide, 

While one ſtill hov'ring, near Quebec's dread wall, 
Eyes all the motions of the fons of Gaul: 

And pitch their tow'ring tents along the ſtrand, 
There to remain till all was ready made, | 
For the completion of the fchemes they'd laid ; 
Leſter, meanwhile, at Wolfe's ſupreme command, 
Borne on a lofty bark forſakes the ſtrand, 


Down 
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Down to St. Laurence's mouth their courſe they bend, 
To where New Scotland's flow'ry ſhores extend; 
There, from the ſwellings of old ocean's tide, 
Into an ample bay they turn'd aſide, 

For twas their orders, from Acadia's plain, 

To fetch proviſions for Britannia's train: 
Deep, in the boſom of theſe fmiling lands, 
The gently-ſloping far-ſtretch'd bay expands, 
Wide all around are boundleſs proſpects ſeen 
All won@rous to relate high Heav'ns dread will, 
Which oft makes bleſſings flow from ſeeming ill, 
By various ſtorms of fortune on the coaſt, 

That girt this bay had poor Tamina toft ; 

Here from her native country far remov'd, 

Long a fad flave ſhe'd wept for him ſhe lov'd; 
Juſt when the veſſel, that great Leſter bore, 

Steer d in and anchor'd near the wiſh'd-for ſhore, 
She, by her lordly maſter's dread command, 

It chanc'd came wand'ring to the wave-wafld ſtrand, 
There for to gather, for his lordly board, 

Such little ſhell-6{h as theſe ſtrands afford ; 

Mean was her habit, as becomes a flave, 

Looſe in the wind her locks neglected wave, 

And as, with pain, her toilſome taſk ſhe plies, 

Soft rolling tears fall gently from her eyes ; 
Grief ting'd her cheeks, her brow beſpeaks deſpair, 
And all her front appears one Cloud of care; 


But 
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But as thro” all the darł ſome clouds of night, 
Bright Cynthia beams her mildly chearing light, 
So thro” the glooms of wretchedneſs and care, 
That wrapt the features of this hapleſs fair, 
Such lovely ſweetneſs in her eyes was ſeen, 
As told each gazer what ſhe once had been. 
| Scarce had to land the gen'rous Lefter came, 
When, to his view, ſwift roſe the mournſul dame 
She, when fhc ſaw the God-like ſtranger nigh, 
Droop'd her fad head, and wip'd her tearſul eye, 
But he, with pity touch'd, approach'd in haſte, 
And thus, in gentleft voice, his ſoul expreſt : 
Say, O! thou mournful dame, what gloomy care 
Thus drives thy fadd'ning foul to dark deſpair ? 
Say, is it wrongs that have been done to thee, 
Or want, or aught, that may be cur'd by me ? 
Speak but thy woe, if aught can ſoothe thy prief, 
Why wouldſt thou ſcek, oh firanger, the rejoin'd, 
To trace the ſecret anguiih of my mind ? 
Aſſliction ſeldom meets with friendly care, 
All ſcek to ſhun the children of deſpair 
But fince that ſweetly, tearful eye of thine 
Speaks how thy woes now ſympathiac with mine, 
I wil!, with ſtricteſt confidence, impart 
To thee the ſorrow that now wrings my heart, 
For oh *tis joyful to diſcloſe our care, 
To thoſe who: pity will our anguiſh ſhare ; 
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„ bliſsful wave, 
Joy to my foul a much lov'd huſband gave, 
But, oh fad fate, while once in queſt of food 
"This much — 
I into dark captivity was borne, : 
Alas? ner reach'd me in this ſcene of grief, 
| Yet oh! "tis much my hapleſs ſoul has fear d. 
Long in the glooms of Pennſylvania's ſhore, 
1, with the children of my happier years, 
Pin'd a fad length of ſervitude in tears, 
For they, like me, alas ! depriv'd of aid, 
Were, with their helpleſs mother, captives made; 
At length, this round of forrows to complete, 
The then vile ruler of my haplefs fate 
Me, from my children, to theſe regions bore, 
And baſely fold me on this diftant ſhore z 
Here, oh diſaſtrous chance! Pm ſubject ſtill 
To the proud varyings of a maſter's will; 
Here am I forc'd, with keen laborious pain, 
Thre the long day to till the ſtubborn plain, 
Here, when my toil ſubſides at cloſe of day, 
For my loſt love I weep the night away, 
And oft, well picas'd at my dread Lord's command, 
I pick d thete ſhell-fſh on this lonely ſtrand, 
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For here, beſide the ſolitary deep, 
I figh unheard, and unobferv'd can weep.- 
She ceag'd, and tranſport ſwell'd the hero's breaſt, 
For who the matron was he quickly gueſs'd : 
Tell me thy name with haſte, he foon rejoin'd, 
Tell me, and eaſe the doubts that fill my mind, 
Impart it ſwiſt with thy lov'd lord's to me, 
Reaſons I have for aſking it of thee. 
In his bleſs#'d days of happineſs and fame, 
The great Satagus was my huſbands name, 
The dame return d; and, by my Sire's deeree, 
That of Tamina was impos'd on me. 
Calm then thy grief, reply d the gen'rous chief ? 
For fay what good e' er ſprung from endleſs grief, 
Calm then thy griefs, perhaps thy woes are o'er, 
Woes full as great have comfort found before, 
Guided by me, wouldſt thou but hence repair, 
To where great Wolfe leads on the diſtant war, 
Soon will that chief, if yet thy lord ſhould live, 
Back to thy longing arms thy comfort give: 
He ever fecks- to bring the poor relief, 
And foothe, with lenient hand, the child of grief, 
And if my mem'ry mocks me not, loud fame 
Has late faid ſomething of thy huſband's name. 
Hear'ſt thou of him, what fay'ſt thou, ſhe rejoin'd, 
Speak, does he live ? Oh! haſte, relieve my mind; 
R 2 Tet 
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Yet why of joy, alas! this frantic flame, 

name. 
Yes, my kind foother, joyfully with thee 
To i:ck my lord thro” all the world Fd fee; 
But ah! ſhould I thus, thoughtleſs, haſte away, 
Heav'n knows what ill the cenſuring world might ſay, 
R 

brain? 
No chance, no change, can aggravate my pain; 
Then lead me hence where'er thou doſt approve, 
To de th itſelf, if there PH find my love. 
But ere, at thy requeſt, I quit this plain, 
"Tis juſt I licenſe of my lord obtain, 
Ne'er us'd his pow'r with cruelty to me, 
Ne'er has he aught requir'd of me to do, 
| But what ev'n juſtice ſeif had deem'd his due. 
Thus did the matron ſpeak her juſt intent, 
To all ſhe ſpoke the chief foon gave aſſent, 
Then from the lonely borders of the fea 
Tow'rds her maſter's dome they took their way, 
Juſt Oer a filver ſtream, whoſe wid ning tide 
Rolls gently onward tow'rds old ocean's fide, 
On a high il, the tcl manfon food, 


Perf Had ment, by « dengür ef ton, 
Firſt from its native wildneſs rous'd the full, 
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Woods he had fell d to clear the neighb'ring ground, 
Marſhes he'd drain d, and fields he'd tut d around, 
And now, with plenty's charms, the grateful land 
Repays the former labours of his hand ; 
In honeſt induſtry he'd paſs'd his life, 
He lov'd mild quiet, and abhorr'd foul ſtriſe, 
Slaves true he had, to work his lordly will, 
Yet he too righteous was to treat them ill. 
| Scarce had been ſu'd for, by the mournful dame, 
His approbation of her new-laid ſceme, 
When without parſe, in accents mild, he faid,. 
Go freely, go where'er your wiſh may lead, 
It would it fuit with juſtice to detain 
The child of wretchednefs in endlefs pain; 
But as bright Sol, with fwiſtly lefs'mng rays, 
Juſt then wheePd downward to the weſtern ſeas, 
Thro the long night, at his moſt K'nd requeſt, 
With him the friendly pair conſent to reſt, 
But when, with roſeat ſmiles, the dawning day 
Beam'd thro? the glitt ring eaſt his firſt bright ray, 
Eager they roſe, and or the dewy land 
Bent their ſwift progreſs, tow'rds the wave-waſh'd 
Juſt then a lofty bark forfakes the coaſt, 
Freighted with warlike ſtores for Albion's hoſt, 
In this the focial pair an entrance find, 
hed tor'vls Quiter ole nd belies fs whe 
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Here, when the ſhip had reach'd the wiſh'd-for lands, 


Where, cloſe encamp'd, appear'd the Britiſh bands, 
Leſter on ſhore conducts his mournful friend, 
And tow'rds the gen'rous Wolle their courſe they 
en 
DU nn es 
Soon as the much wiſhid pair appear d in view, 
Inſtant his ſoul the penſive matron knew, 
To meet them ſwiſt he roſe with courtequs air, 
And mild on Leſter to reward his care, 
Then fixing on the dame his fparkling eyes, 
Welcome, fair gueſt, with ſemblance calm, he cries, 
Whate'er has led thee to theſe walks of war, 
Welcome thou art to our protecting care, 
| Enter, my lovely viſitant, with me, 
Whate'er this tent affords Pll give to thee: 
But ah ! that grief-ting'd cheek, that tearful eye, 
Speak but too plain, too plain, alas! I fear, 
Twas woe's fad hand that did conduct thee here: 
Perhaps thy fears have told thee he is flain, 
And theu to ſeek him com'it among my train; 
Should it be fo, what can be done Il do, 
Living or dead, to find him out for you. 


Huſband, 
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No huſband here ſhall bleſs theſe hapleſs eyes, 
One I once had, a tender one, but he 

Is loſt I fear, for ever loſt to me; 

Aſt of good Leſter there, why now I ftand 

In thy dread preſence, in this war-rent land, 

He faid thou wert ſo gentle, ſweet and kind, 

So ſoft of ſoul, benevolent of mind, 

That thou wouldft ſearch the boundleſs world all o'er, 
Or my loſt huſband to my arms reſtore ; 

And ah! if aught thy pity can impart, 

To raiſe from deep deſpair my drooping heart, 
Surely a chief ſo good, fo kind, as thee, 

Ne'er will refufe to fuccour one like me, 

So may kind Heav'n ſtill crown each with of thine, 
And ſoothe thy woes, as thou wilt comfort mine. 
Back to thy arms thy much lov'd lord to bring, 
Calls for the hand of heav'n's Almighty king, 


The chief return'd: Yet why, thou mournful fair, 


Why this fad gloom, this fadly dark deſpair ? 
Heav'n only knows what joys ſhe keeps in ſtore, 
To beam fweet comfort on thy foul! once more, 
Here, while the awful will of Heav'n we wait, 


Do thou the ſtory of thy woes relate, 


Tell to my ſoul what woes have tortur'd thine, 
[will lighten yours, tho” it may ſadden mine, 
When in the troubled foul a grief s confin'd, 
It rends, with double force, the burthen d mind, 
| But 
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But when a gen rous friend our forrows ſhares, 
It frees the troubled foul from half its cares, 
In fweet diſcourſe we find a kind relief, : 
And while we ope the cauſe, we loſe the grief; 
Speak then thy woes, nor ſhalt thou ſpeak in vain, 
A feek by ev'ry mean to foothe thy pain. 
To ſpeak my woes, the mournful dame rejoin'd, 
Would but increafe the anguiſh of my mind, 
| Lefter can tell how oft, my tongue, before 
To him, in tears, has ran them oer and o'cr, 
Learn them of him, for were they told by me, 
My tears would fure offenſive prove to thee. 
Scarce, in fad fighs, theſe ſorrowing ſounds of woe 
From off the matron's tongue had ceas'd to flow, 
When, by the hand of fmiling fortune ſent, 
Her wiſh'd Satagus tow'r'd into the tent; 
There, when his eyes his lov'd Tamina find, 
Heav'ns ! what confuſion burſts upon his mind! 
"Whelm'd in a flood of joy and keen furprize, 
Starting at firſt, ſome ſpace he backward flies, 
There, for a time, with wildly ſtupid gaze, 
He ftands a ſpeechleſs image of amaze, 
Eager he claſp'd her with his arms around; 
Inſtant ſhe ſcreams, ſhe fwoons, ſhe ſinks to night, 
She wakes, ſhe ſwoons, again returns to light, 
Then round his neck her eager arms ſhe flung, 
While theſe wild words broke wildly from her tongue : 
| *Tis 


8 * 1 
"Tis my loſt lord ! vain woes, vain fears you're o'er, 


Heav'ns, do I claſp thee in my arms once-moxe ? 

Yes, and fo cloſe theſe arms Pll twine round thee, 

That worlds, whole worlds, ſhan't tear thee now from 
me. 

While joy's keen tranſports ſparkle in his eyes, 

Fear not, my love, no pow'r, no worlds, no might, 

Again ſhall tear thee from thy huſband's fight, | 

Sure that kind Heav'a that grants us now fuch joy 

Would not fo foon fuck hopes, fuck bliſs deſtrey; 

Ceaſe then theſe fears, forbid theſe tears to flow, 

They ſpeak not joy, they ſpeak a boundleſs woe, 

All ſhould be tranquil, lively, light and gay, 

On this bleſt ſmiling all- auſpicious day; 

Ceaſe then, my love, and ſwiſt to me relate 

The various ſorrows of thy captive ſtate, 

Tell, tell the all of griefs that thee befel, 

Since that fad day when laſt we bade farewell; 

But ah! to me they're all already known, 

For ſure I well may gueſs them by my own. 

Were I to make this wiſh'd-for hiſtfry true, 

I would but tell thee what Pve felt for you, 

For thro” each change, each chance, the dame rejoin d, 

Chief, on thy dear, dear ſelf, terte TN” 

Soon as from thy moſt kind protect 
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There was I forc'd to toil for five long years, 
Thro* a dagk length of ſervitude and tears, 
Whipp'd, fcourg'd, deſpis d, and to torment me more, 
Me from my hapleſs babes at length they tore; 
Yet not theſe forrows cer were felt by me, 
They all were loſt in mightier woes for thee,. 
| For thee was ev'ry ſigh, was ev'ry groan, 
I thought, I wept, I figh'd for thee alone, 
Eve, noon and morn, on thy dear name Fd call, 
Thou wert my fear, my hope, my grief, my all; 
At length great Wolfe, to quell each doubt, each fear, 
For tis to him full well my lord I gueſs, | 
Vw words Gay wang, Gf Gris prov fouls dut kno, 
n „ 
Are ſtill fad captives in a diſtant land, 
And there, alas ! if right forebode my fears, 
They're doom'd to pine the morning of their years. 
Pardon, my love, reply'd the chief, the fault, 
That my ſweet babes for once had "fcap'd my thought, 
So loſt in thee were all my thoughts, my mind, 
That not aught elſe could there an entrance find, 
And cn my babes would pard'n me, if they knew, 
That this dear error had been caus'd by you, 
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But ok! my babes they're helpleſs captives all, 
Have I aught now that I ſhould children call? 
And I quite childleſs, friendleſs, leſt to mourn ? 
Muſt theſe dear fons, whom once my fondneſs thought 


Into life's ſcene for glorious purpoſe brought, 


Whom I once hop'd, fome future day, to view 
Their country's glory, and her bulwark too; 
Heav'ns! muſt they cringe beneath the tyrants will, 
Bear his vile fcourges, and be patient ſtill ? 
This do I hear, yet think, yet talk of bliſs, 

. Can I bear life, when Pve been told of this ? 

But whether joy or grief be meant to me, 

'Tis juſt, oh Wolfe, my thanks be paid to thee, 
For ſuch the deed is thou haſt done to-day, 

As thanks, tho” endleſs, never can repay; 

For this all-gracious deed, while ſeas ſhall roll, 
While ftars at night ſhall ſparkle round the pole, 
While the bright dazzling ſun ſhall hold on high, 
His endleſs progreſs thro? the blazing ſky, 

I do moſt gladly to thy lov'd controul, 

Yield up my life, my ſervices, my foul; . 
Speak what thou wilt that I for thee ſhould do, 
And tho” Hell thwart me, it is done for you; 
Thou wou+!ſt add much to all thow'ſt done before. 
2 3 
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' Soon do our tears, our tremblings, ſhew us then, 
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But *till ſwift time ſhall crown this juſt defign, 
Let it ſuſſice that now my word is thine, 


Down to the fleet to lead my martial force, 

And when my gallant troops the fiege commence, 
Soon ſhall a ſpeedy ſummons call thee hence; 

But ere I go and leave thee here behind, 

Long has report thro” all the world proclaim d.,. 
That all the fouls of theſe, we've Indians nam d, 
Are frigid, grave, diſpaſſionate and cool, 
Neer toſt by paſſion, but fill mov'd by rule, 

In ſuch cool incidents, the chief rejoĩn' l, 

As leave thought time to regulate the mind, 
When the affeCtions all have time to form, 


In calm array to brave the coming ſtorm, 


J grant our fouls a like indifference ſhow, 
To ſcenes of gladneſs, or to ſcenes of woe, 
Becauſe this fancied ſteadineſs of mind, 
We think exalts us above all mankind, 
But when the paſſions take us by ſurprize, 
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Wolfe heard attentive till the Indian ceas'd, 
Then from the lofty tent he moves in haſte. 
Now muſt the Muſe, from ſcenes of tears and fighs, 
To ſcenes of war and thund'ring diſcord riſe, 
For now the time, the great, the glorious hour, 
Doom'd for the ruin of proud Gallia's pow'r, 
Smiles near at hand, and lo Wolfe flies to call 
His ſquadrons forth, to feek the ſons of Gaul; i 
Deck'd in bright arms that dazzling flame around, 
And thick as lab'ring ants move o'er the ground, 
In num'rous files, along the trembling coaſt, | 
Led by great Holmes, in queſt of high renown, =_ 
Long ſince a num'rous fleet had paſt the town, = 
High up the mighty ſtream they'd bent their courſe, 
And ſtruck with dire diſmay the Gallic force, 
And now theſe ſhips approach the ſouthern ſide, 
To waft the army Oer the rolling tide, | 
Swift to theſe thips from off the echoing ſtrands, | 
Like a vaſt deluge, roll the vet'ran bands, | 
Soon on the tow'riny decks they all appear, 
With all their glitt'ring arms prepar'd for war; 
Yet ſpite of ſpeed, of eagerneſs fo great, 
Ere the vaſt embarkation was complete, 
Sol from the heav'ns had quite withdrawn his light, 
And Oer the earth ſwift roſe the ſhades of night, 
And till mild Cynthia's lamp ſhould deign to riſe, 
At anchor ftill- the Britiſh ſquadron lies, 
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Great Wolfe, for future toil, to arm his breaſt, 
Meanwhile, in gentle flumbers ſunk to reſt, 


Kind Heav'n, deſcending ſweetly, deigns to ſhed 
Her facred influence round her hero's head, 


To bring his future fortune to his eyes; 
Sleep on, O Wolfe, from fad forebodings free, 
This is the laſt great night thou'rt doom'd to ſee, 


To-morrow's dawn, what woes, what griefs, muſt 


come, 


'To-morrow's dawn thou muſt from hence be torn, 


And thy poor native land be left to mourn; 

O did vain man futurity but know, 

How would he ſhun the paths that lead to woe! 
How would Britannia ſhun to-morrow's fray, 
Tho? fame, tho” victry, wait to crown the day. 
When high enthron'd, amid the ſtarry train, 
Deep awful Night had rolPd thro? half her reign, 
The filver moon, with ſplendid light beſpread, 
Above the wide horizon rear'd her head, 
And, conſcious of the deed, ſhe came to guide, 
Wum'd with clearer rays the ſparkling tide, 
Rous'd from the tender bonds of foft repoſe, 
Swift at the fignal the glad hero roſe, 
Eager aloft he ſprings with gen'rous care, 
And calls his gath'ring troops to ſeek the war, 


EE 
Thick from all fides deſcend at his commands, 
Into a crowd of boats the vet'ran bands, 
Then up the ſtream, with ſwiſtly plying oars, 
Diſtant alike from both the neighb'ring ſhores, 
Theſe num rous boats, in lines expanded wide, 
Move o'er the boſom of the rolling tide, 
Cioſe in the rere the tow'ring ſhips appear, 
Steering their courſe where'er the vet'cans ſteer; 
Thus, while urg d onward by the moon's ſtrong force, 
Upward the waters roll their whirling courſe ; 
The fleet and army, rank'd in firm array, 
High up the mighty river take their way, 
All for to mo-k the ſpies that Gallia's hoſt 
Had plac'd on ev'ry fide, along the coaſt : 
But when anon, with rapid pow'r ſupply'd, 
Back to the ocean rolls the refluent tide, 
And downward drive before its whirling courſe, 
| Swept in the rapid pourings of the ſtream, 
Swift to the foot of Abram's ſteep they came, 
And, undiſcover d, reach the wiſh'd-for ſtrand, 
Like a dread God, all tranquil and ſerene, 
Forward he ſprings, he gains the hoſtile coaſt, 
And yet fo calm, fo ſtill, that not a ſound, 
Loud as a breath, is heard to murmur round , 
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But tho” ſucceſsful in this firſt eſſay, 

Still mightier dangers rife to thwart his way, 
Scarce had the land receiv'd his martial force, 
When a huge ſteep frowns forth to thwart his courſe, 
High on the ſummit ef whoſe cloud-capt crown, 
In all its glittring ſpires, ſhines forth the town, 
Swift twirling round, with many a winding bent, 

A narrow path mounts up this fleep aſcent, 

High o'er its head a ſteady wakeful band, 

Beneath a fence of ſtrong entrenchments ſtand, 
Theirs twas to watch the motions of the foc, 
And guard from each attempt the path below; 
Letwixt the city and this path's dark head, 

A wide extended plain was ſeen to fpread 

Spite of theſe num'rous bars, theſe threat'ning woes, 
"rm and unaw'd ftill ſtands the God-like man, 
W e orb e 
Swift up the ſteep advance an active band, 


High, tho' it frowns, tho” dark, tho? dire to view, 


Howe leads the way, and they with joy purſue, 
And foon, to ſtrike each gazer with furprize, 
High on its utmoſt top they're ſeen to riſe ; 


Rous'd by the trampling din that upward roſe, 


In wild confuſion ſtart the wond'ring foes, 
But ere they'd time to fnatch their rattling arms, 
The Britiſh troops ruſh on in dire alarms, 
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ZJurſt Oer their trench, oerleap their tow ring mound, 


Thus did great Howe, by one victorious blow, 


Obtain this great advantage of the foe, 
Thus did he grafp an earneſt of the fame, 
Doom'd in ſucceeding times to grace his name; 
The heights ſecur'd from off the nether coaſt, 
Along the path roll up the gladning bolt, 
Joyful elate they thund'ring ſhout aloud, 
As up the ſteep, in countleſs ſwarms, they crowd, 
Then with loud thunÞPrings, on high Abram's plain, 
| Like a vaſt deluge pours the num'rous train, 
Wide as they roll deep groans the trembling ground, 
And all the rattling rocks re-echo round, 
Still as they mount, beneath their gen'ral's ſway, 
The gath'ring legions form in cloſe array, | 
Each bold battalion takes its deſtin'd poſt, | 
And ſpreads the length'ning line along the coaſt ; 
Wide on the left, where or the rolling ti le 
The rocks huge ſummit hangs with threat ning pride, 
Otway's brave ſquadrons firſt in arms advance, 
Their flank to ſhelter from the rage of France, 
Cloſe on their left, with ſtately front, appears | 
A hugely tow'ring corps of grenadicrs, 
Tail as vaſt rocks ſlũ nes forth their row'ring heit, 
And like ſirm rocks they ſtand to meet the fight ; 
Here, by Wolfe's orders, had they fix'd their poſt, 
To prop this grand diviſion of the hoſt, 
S 3 Left 
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Leftward of theſe, along the güitr ring line, 
Bragyg's, Kennedy's, Laſcelle's brave ſquadrons ſhine, 
Next the fierce Highlandere preſent their bands, 


And wave their pond'rous iſv.ords with active hands, 
Laſt, bold Anftrut}ier's troops mbattled ſhine, 

And form the utn.vit left of all the line; 
On either wing a chi-{ conducts the fight, 


Murray the left, great Moncton leads the right, 


Wolfe in the center takes his nobler ſtand, 
And o'2r the whole extends his wide command, 


When thro” the redPning caft, with dawning ray, 


Firit peep'd Aurora, harbinger of day: 
In firm array thus rang'd the Britiſh train, 


Stretch'd in vaſt lines acroſs the glitt ring plain, 
| High in their front blaze forth their dazzling arms, 


And threat all trembling Gaul with gati'ring harms, 
Wolfe, with keen joy, beheld the riüng light, _ 
Beheld, and glows with tranſport at the fight, 


From poſt to: poſt, with rap haſte, he fli-s, 


From wing to wing he darts his piereing eyes, 


Then in the front of all tlie warlike crowd, 


Takes his conſpicuous ſtand, and cries aloud, 


Now, O brave friends, brave candidates for fame, 
Now have we gain'd our zreat, our glorious aim, 


Lo! in dark fates, in low'ring fortune's ſpice, 
We're rang d ſecurely on tall Abram's height; 
See in full view, before our gladd'ning eyes, 


How you bright town in all her glory lies, 


See 
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And call us on to ſeize the dazzling prize, 
Ruſh on to vict'ry, fame, and deathleſs praiſe, 
Fear not proud Gallia's vaſt ſtupendous pow'rs, 
For what are numbers 'd to troops like ours ? 
Cowards and flaves before ſuch odds have fled, 
But genuine valour ne'zr was known to dread, 

Think too, what trcops compoſe this vaunted hoſt, 
What but a few weak bands from Gallia's coaſt, 
Of rude prov incials, an ungovern'd crowd, 
Untkilbd, uniteady, turbulent and proud, 
Some tribes of Indians, whoſe ferocious might 
Works their own ruin in each well-ruPd tight ; 


Such are the troops that dare our rage oppoſe, 


Then ſcorn, my friends, to yield to fuch mcan foes, 
Nor fame alone forbids inglorious flight, 

Our love for fafery ſpurs us to the ſiglit, 

See what huge ſteeps, what direful rocks frown round, 
To work our ruin, if we once give ground, 
| Reuſe then, ye God-like chizfs, ye ſouls of fight, 
Let the loud calls of honour's facred name, 
Let wealth, let glory, ſafety, prudence, fame, 
And louder ſtill, by me unurg'd before, 
The dear, dear int'reſts of our native ſhore, 
All urge your fouls to ſtand this dreadful day, 


Act 


Then to the right he wings his rapid courſe, 
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Shall awe the tow'ring pride of Gallia down, 
And all her wealth her boundleſs wealth be ours, 
Nor think, my friends, I urge your fouls to dare 
Terrors or toils, that I diſdain to ſhare: 
No—each dark chance that Fortune ſhow'rs on you, 
Each toil, each pain, ſhall be your gen rats too, 
Where'er the war roars loudeſt o'er the plain, 
There will I ruſh, there lead my martial train, 
All that I ai of you, this glorious day, 
Is but to march where I ſhall lead the way. 
And all at onee they burn to meet the fight, 


Where God-like Moncton leads his martial force, 
Him, at the head of all his troops he found, 

With groves of glitt'ring muſkets rais'd around. 
Hail, my brave friend, the ger'rous hero cries, 
Now the long wiſh'd-for moment ſtrikes our eyes, 


Or cloud our future days with endleſs ſhame; 
1 know thy boſom feeds a warlike flame, 
I know thy foul, from baſely terrors free, 


Will nobly act the part aſſign'd to thee, 


Yet ſpite of all my fortitude can do, | 
Spite of my boundleſs confidence in you, E 
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Still one ſad doubt, one dark, one diſmal fear, 
Clings to this breaſt, and holds the empire here, 
Tis the fad fear left if, in fight, I fall, 

My troops, diſhearten'd, ſhould give way to Gaul; 
Then, oh my friend, if e er thou'ſt felt for me 
That glow of fricndihip which I feel for thee, 
Swear that thou wilt, tho? I to death ſhould yield, 
Still bravely rule, ſtill bravely ftand the ficld: 
Haſte, oh my friend, perform this laſt requeſt, 

If fuck a vow, with hafte the chief rejoin d, 
Can calm thy fears, and eaſe thy manly mind, 
For whether life or death this day be thine, 

To ftrive for glory's wreath ſhall ſtill be mine, 

And ev'n, had I been never urg'd by thee, 
__ Honour's loud call had claim'd thus much of me; 
Whence do ſuch painful doubts thy foul moleſt, 
For ſure our gracious God can ne'er deſign 
To rob his fav'rite earth of worth like thine, 
Sure from our hopes the pityirſy hand of fate 
Won't tear fo ſoon a chief ſo good, ſo great. 
No cauſe have I, the God-like hero faid, 
The dark immediate ſtroke of death to dread, 
No cauſe fave what the ſwift approaching fray, + 
Alike to all preſents this dreadful day, 
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But now, juſt plunging in loud diſcord's blaze, 
And we thro” life prepar'd ſhould ever ſtand, 
As if our hit dread moment was at hand, 
Beſide, to deeds of fame to fire my hoſt, 
I in the front of fight muſt take my poſt, 
There muſt I ruſh, there brave the hoſtile fire, 
Tis this alone can rouſe my flender train, 
To ſtand the dreadful ſhock they muſt ſuſtain, 
To brave proud GauP's vaſt multitudes in fight. 
Pardon me, Sir, great Moncton then returns, 
W 
Pardon me, Sir, if I preſume to blame 
The headlong rafineſs of fo great a ſcheme, 
Ne'er, when I think my gen'ral's counſe} wrong, 
Will I in baſe compliance hold my tongue, 
And ſpite of all thy valour yet has faid, 
To blind thy friends, and praiſe the ſcheme thou'ſt 
laid, | 
Tis my firm thought thou ſhouldſt not, in the firife, 
Hazard ſo great a treaſure as thy life: | 
Tis true the gen'ral's deeds, when blaz'd afar, 
Oft rouſe the kindling troops to meet the war, 
And oft the valour of one ſingle hand, 
Has fir'd to glorious deeds. a fearful band; 


But 
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Bat what is vichry, what ev'n fame divine, 
Weigh'd gainſt the hazard of a life like thine ? 
Could fame, could vict ry cer the loſs repay, 
Wert thou to fall, to fall this dreadful day? 
Victry and fame in ev'ry land we fee, 
But worlds can't boaſt a gen'ral train'd like thee, 
Then, O brave chief, if cer thy gen'rous hand 
If cer thy God-like foul has wiſh'd to fave 
And ſhun the fury of the hoſtile fire, 
Thence to the fight thou may'ſt extend thy care, 
Safe from the deaths and thunders of the war. 
Never, my friends, the God-like hero cries, 
While flaſh his foul all glorious from his eyes, 
Ne'er ſhall this breaſt to fear's vile impulſe yield, 
While fame, while glory call me to the field ; 
How would I ſcorn my baſe, my daſtard ſoul, 
Did the thus ſtoop to terror's dark controut, 


But if indeed thy friend in fight ſhould fal, 


Ah! do not his perverſeneſs madneſs call, 
Tis for my country's good I danger ſcorn, 
That facred good for which we all were born, 


Far 
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For when our country's cauſe demands our breath, 
We're bound, by Nature's laws, to welcome death. 
To face grim death, and brave war's loud alarms, 
By our dear friendſhip, by our native ſhore 
If I this day muſt ſtoop to death's dark hand, 
Brave ſtill to fight, and chear my much-lov'd band, 
O with what tranquil joy Fd yield my life ! 
"Tis patriot love, and not diſtruſt of thee, 
Then in the honour of a ſoldier's name, 
An oath ne'er broken by a child of fame, 
Returns the chief, tho? fate's dark gripe ſhould tear 
Thee from the conduct of the doubtful war, 
Gaul to confound, and win this glorious plain, 
Till from this dreadful wrath proud Gaul ſhall flee, 
And own him worthy to ſucceed to thee; 
Or he, like thy brave ſelf, his life reſign, 
And fall with glory that may vie with thine, 
Farewell then, friend, farewell, the hero ſaid, 
Pleas'd I now go, for gone is ev'ry dread, 
Twas for my country's cauſe I fear'd alone, 
And thou haſt ſworn to make that cauſe thy on; 
Farewell, my friend, if here we meet once more, 
Vi&ry ſhall file, and cry your toils are er, 
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Thus while he ſpoke, with eager arms he preſt 
The mighty Moncton to his God-like breaſt, 
Grief filbd his ſoul and ſtarted to his eye; 
Yet fees he not what theſe ſad fighs portend, 
But deems them marks of fondneſs for his friend; 
Soon from that friend his dauntleſs ſelf he threw, 

| He feels a woe hang heavy at his heart, I 
Slow from his eye down rolls a mournful tear, 
That ſeems to fay, Great Wolfe's fad doom is near. 
Now that the Muſe has trac'd the Britiſh hoſt, 
Thro' all their motions, on the hoſtile coaſt, 

"Tis time, ſhe flies, to take a haſty view 
Of what meantime was done by Gallia's crew; 

While, with unceating care and deep deſign, 

Mov'd the bold leader of Britannia's line, 

Gaul, lull'd in falie fecurity's vain dream, 

Thought him o'erthrown, and talk'd of endleſs fame, 
Deeming each recent motion of the foe 

As empty vauntings, to conceal his woe; 

But one brave chief there was, Vaudreuil by name, 
The nobleſt Gaul of all the Gauls of fame, 

Prompt was his ſoul to brave war's dark controul, 
Let ſteady, calm and cautious was his ſoul, 
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All Montcalm's virtues he his own could call, 
Without thoſe vices that deform'd them all, 
While a falfe pride thus lulld the Gallic crowd, 
He faw their danger and proclaĩm'd it loud, 
Still, with dark bodings, he his gen'ral's ear 
Befieg'd, and warn'd him of the tempeſt near, 
Till forc'd by ceaſeleſs outcries to ſubmit, 
He call'd a council, in a wrathful fit, 
Juſt at the inſtant when the Britiſh fleet 
Weigh'd from Point Levies, did the council meet, 
Stern in the midſt Montcalm is ſeen to riſe, 
And with dark frowning brow thus keen he cries— 
Here are we met, but oh! that ſome kind friend 
Would fay, from what dread cauſe, for what great 
end, 
War hence is fied, all's peace and triumph here, 
No danger threatens, and no foc is near; 
Then fay what groundleſs fears, what wild affriglit, 
Thus mar the ſweet tranquillity of night? 
Have not our thunders cruſl'd the Britiſh hoſt, 
Did they not yield and fly this dreadful coaſt ? 
Then can we think they'll dare to brave us more, 
| Sooner the pliant r:ed's weak bend ing form 
Shall brave, unaw'd, the fury of the ſtorm, 
Then whence in ſpite of victories fo great, 
The plaints, the murmurs, that Fve heard of late? 
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Is it that thoſe whoſe ations are but few, 

Would wiſh to babble what their fwor:s can't do? 

But let them firſt, who dare my ecnduct blame, 

Step forth and weigh 'gaiaſt mine their former fame. 

Here ſtands the man that dares, Vaudreuil replies, 

To call thy conduct thoughtiefs and unwiic, 

Here ſtands the man that dares diſcloſe his mind, 

Tho” worlds on worids to filence him were join'd ; 

Ceafe then to bout, we've now no time, my friend, 

On ſuch vain things as ſclfifh praife to ſpoud, 

Say ſhould we thus our tott'ring fame extol, 

Juſt as grim deach appears to hang o'er all? 

Nor think the woes my tongue at hand proclaims, | 

Mere empty ſhadows, or fantaſtic dreams; 

If crufly'd the ſpirit of the Britiſh hoſt, 

Why not their vanquiſh'd fleets forſake our coaſt ? 

Why do they now ſteer. o'er yon rolling tide, 

And bend their courſe ſwift tow'rds this northern ſide ? 

Much, much, I fear, of flight ne'zr dreams the foe, 

- But of ſome high defign, ſome final blow, 

Perhaps to ſcale, to mount yon tow'ring ſteep, 

And here furprize us in the arms of ſleep, 

What woes, what ſhame, what ruin mult be ours! 

Then riſe, Montcalm, perform a prudent part, 

Nor let thy groundlefs pride miſſead thy heart, 

March half thy troops to guard tall Abram's height, 

While here the reſt ſhall brave the naval might, 
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This ſhould you do, we might diſperſe the eloud 
That now ſeems gath' ring o'er the Gallic crowd, 
But this o'erlook'd, fo ſure as heav'n we all, 
Ey dire furprize, in ſome black hour ſhall fall. 
Thus while be ſpoke, Montcalm with fury burns, 
Pride, wrath, revenge, all tear his breaſt by turns, 
Fil”d with keen rage he rolls his Giery eyes, 
And thus, with thund'ring voice, tempeſl'ous eries :— 
Gods ! {tall I bear ſuch vile audacious blame, 
Heavas ! muſt 1 hear, thus ſtain'd, my ſacred fame; 
Dares ſuch a mean, low, paltry thing as th-e, 
Cenſure a chief, a matchleſs chief, like me? 
Let but thy lips once more ſuch words impart, 
And this keen ſword by heav'n ſhall rend thy heart; 
_ Ceaſe then, proud flave, this vile prefumrtuous ſtrain, 
All thy rank pride, thy infolence, is vain, 
Tho' hell, to thwart me, roſe with all ker force, 
Still ſhouid I hold my own and reaſon's courſe, 
Still ſhould each ſquadron ſtand its former poſt, 
Fill on theſe heights ſhould ſtay my conquring hoſt, 
And when ſwiſt time ſhall prove thoſe meaſures juſt, 
How will thy tow'ring pride be plung'd in duſt. 
Burſting with rage, Vaudreuil the gen ral hears, 
Fierce in his eye a gath'ring wrath appears, 
But ſtraight mild reaſon to his foul awoke, 
Rage on, proud chief, I ſcorn thy rage and tnee, 
Theſe rants, theſe bluſt' rings, ne'er can injure me, 
| I did 
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I did I choſe could ſtorm and bluſter too, 
Perhaps as loud, perhaps as fierce as you, 


| But now my country's woes my thoughts engage, 
And thy ſuperior ſway forbids my rage, 
Yet truſt a future day ſhall ſmile on me, 
When I for juſt revenge may call on thee ; 
Meanwhile Fd have thee, for tis juſt and fit, 
Indulge thy humour with this moody wit, 
For when, by dire ſurprize, thou'rt ſoon &'erthrown, 
When all thy proſtrate hoſt ſhall round thee groan, 
Wolfe won't give time I fear for ſuch rain play, 
So make the beſt of what thou haſt to-day. 
Then with a ſcornful fmile and brow refign'd, | 
That ſpoke the fix'd reſentment of his mind, 
Calm as a God he tow'r'd from out the tent, 
Ard tow'rds his diſtant quarters thaughtful went, 
Whelm'd with amaze, with indignatioa fir'd, 
Soon from the council all the reſt retir'd, 
Each filld with dark reſ:utment to his chief, 
A fad preſoge of all their future grief; 
Yet tho? moſi de:ply ſtung with anger dire, 
At the vile iallics ot the tyrant's ire, 
Still did che great Vavdreuil not fail to ſtand | 
The firſt beſt chun 52m of his native land. 
Soon as the camp was ſunk in ſoft repoſe, 
Above the tow'ring town the hero gos, 
There on a lofty rock he takes his poſt, 
And eyes with ſtea ly car- the neighb' ring coi}, 
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For much his heart, in pain for hapleſs Gaul, 
Forebodes the dreadful fate that hangs o'er all, 
Nor proves all vain thy dark foreboding fear, 
For lo! the ſtorm, the dreadful ſtorm is near, 
Lo! the thick gloom, the long, long threat ning cloud, 
At length in thunders burſts on Gallia's crowd; 
Scarce once around he'd caſt his anxious view, 
When pouring up he kens the hoſtile crew, | 
Whelm'd in amaze he ſhouts, half choak'd with woe, 
Friends, friends, ariſe, the foe, the foe, the foc ! 
Crowds ſpring from reſt, drums beat, and ſhouts ariſe ; 
Straight all Quebec is wrapt in dire alarms, 

And countleſs troops ruſh thund ring forth to arms, 
Soon with ſwift progreſs from Quebec's bright wall, 
Spread the loud tumult to the camp of Gaul, | 
Rous'd by the clam'rous ſound from foft repoſe, 
Rapid as light the fierce Montcalm aroſe ; 

But when the wond'rous cauſe had reach'd his ear, 
Of all this dire uproar, this frantic fear, 

He ſmiPd indignant at a tale fo vain, 

And ſtrode co:npos'dly to his couch again; 

But ſtill the direful tumult ſwells around, 
Heralds ig crowds, from ev'ry quarter ſent, 

Pour round, and call him from his lofty tent; 
Forth from his tent once more in haſte he flies, 
Rage in his ſoul, and vengcance in his eyes. 
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There ends his threat'ning pride, lo ! there he hears 


Loud ſhouts of triumph rend his liſt' ning cars, 
Cry all is o'er, and GauPs dark fate is nigh. 

Spite of this dark dilemma not one fear, 

One doubt, one terror in his eyes appear, 

Calm as a God he tow'ring ſeems to riſe, 

Fame ſwells his front, and glory fluſh'd his eyes, 
Dreadful as Mars flames forth his finewy might, 
And, like dread Mars, he burns to mix in fight, 
Loud thro? the camp he ſends a thund'ring call, 

To rouſe to fight the ling'ring ſons of Gaul 

Swift at the call to meet the threat'ning ſtorm, 
Forth from the camp the gatl.'cing legions ſwarm, 
Then tow'rds the town in drove: tl ey pour along, 
And up the ſteep thick mounts the nuntrous throng, 
There, as he rolls his fiery eycs around, 

Rang'd near the town ſome vet'ran bands be found, 
Theſe had Vaudreuil toyether drawu wit! care, 
To check the firſt wild fury of the war, 

Him at their head, when fierce Montcalm decrv'd, 
Keen roſe his wrath, and boundleſs ſwell'd Bis pride, 
Stern on the chief he roll'd a ſcornful eye, 

And with indignant voice was heard to cry :— 

For once, foul envy and malignant fpite, 
Proud chief, Iowa for once they've croab'd aright, 

| Yet think not, flave, I ſcorn the lefs in thee, 
The pride, the infolence thou'ſt us d to me; 
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Huge tribes of Indians crown the dreadful line, 
And grim in either flank terrific ſhine 

Fierce in the threat'ning front Montcalm afpires, 
And thus, with thund'ring voice, the hoft he fires ;— 
On, my bold friends, ruſh on to deathleſs fame, 
Cruſh yon proud foe, raife high your gloricus name, 
See how kind Heav'n has kindly ſent them here, 
That one dread blow might end this five years” war, 
Soon ſhall they wiſh, involv'd in whirling fire, 
They ne'er had dar'd to tempt our whelming ire, 
Loud ſhouts the hoſt, all fwell'd with keen delight, 
Then all at once they burn to meet the fight. 
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Now the loud clarion vields a thund'ring found, 
From pole to pole the bellowing notes rebound, 
Now the fhrill fifes in lofty numbers riſe, 

Now the hoarſe drums aſſault the rattling ſkies, 
Wide ver the ficid th enliv ning muſic pours, 
Fires each bold hoſt, and ſhakes th' echoing ſhores, 
Grim on the low'ring verge of frowning war, 
With van to van the threat'ning hoſts appear, 
Firm as a pile of rocks Britannia's band, 
With ſtrong, but narrow front, is ſeen to ſtand, 
While, like the boundleſs billows of the fea, 
Proud Gaul's vaſt multitudes purſue their way; 
Onward they roll in many a gloomy tide 
Threat'ning to cloſe them in on ev'ry fide, 
Fierce in the front of all his warlike pow'rs, 
Dreadful as Mars the Gallic gen'ral tow'rs, 
Furious aloft he waves his fiery blade, 

That flames like light'ning as on high diſplay'd, 
Tall as a tow'ring oak o'erlooks the wood, | 
He, in his hoſt's bright van too ſhines afar, 
Calmly to wait the coming of the war, 
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While tardy time denies the hoſts to cloſe, 


Gaul for the ſtrife with wild impatience glows, 

Swift from all quarters, to begin the fight, 

Thick random vollies urg'd their rattling flight, 

Fierce on all fides deſcend the frery ſhow'rs, 

And galPd from flank to flank Britannia's pow'rs ; 
Calm in the midſt of all the thund'ring ſtorm, 
The God-like Wolfe diſplays his awful form, 
From rank to rank compos'd he moves along, 

Ard thus to ſteady zeal exhorts his throng :— 
Courage, my friends, reſtrain your kindling ire, 
Bear with bold hearts this fierce deſtructive fire, 

Stay till your guns can cruſh yon hoſtile train, 
That your keen wrath may not be ſpent in vain, 
Think how, by raſhneſs, once we loſt the day, 

And now my voice, my urgent voice obey. 

Scarce had he ſpoke, when all the liſt'ning train 

The kindling fury of their ſouls reſtrain, 

Firm and unaw'd they ſtand the dreadful ground, 

While ſhow'rs of ball loud bellowing roar around, 

But when the foe, to crown his vaſt defign, 

Cloſe to his front advance their pond'rous line, 

He gives the word, and thro' the echoing ſkies 

From all the hoſt burſts forth a ſtorm of fire, 

Deep from his gulph diſplodes his fiery ſore, 
Hurd 
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HurPd o'er the heav'ns in one wide blazing ſhow r, 
Torrents of flame, of ſmoke, of ſulphur pour, 
And in their burning deluge ſwallow all; 
Thus the dire blaſt, the whirling ſtorms of ball, 
FelF'd in vaſt crowds the tumbling ſons of Gaul: 
Scarce on the ear had burſt the deaf*ning ſound, 
When all their pride ſeems leveP'd with the ground, 
For in ſuch numbers ſunk they on the plain, 
otunn'd with amaze before the whirling fire, 
Back from the fight the trembling Gauls retire, 
Ev'n their huge column yields to pale affright, 
And loſt, in wild confuſion, takes to flight; 
Wolfe with keen joy their fear, their flight beheld, 
Forward he bounds, triumphant o'er the field, 
Waving his ſword, he bids his hoſt purſue, 
On, my bold friends, haſte, haſte to whelm the foe, 
On, my bold friends, preſerve the field you've won, 
And all our work, our glorious work is done; 
Furious they dart o'er hills of mangled flain, 
Dreadful they ruſh amid the ſons of Gaul, 
And pour a flight of thund' ring deaths o'er all; 
Frantic Montcalm beheld the routed throng, 
From rank to rank enrag'd he bounds along, 
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Keen from his eyes flaſh forth indignant ſpite, _ 
| And thus, with threat ning voice, he ſtays their flight— 
Stand, ye vile ſlaves, ye ſhameleſs daſtards, ſtand, 
Heav'ns ! will ye fly before yon paltry band? 
Stand, or by Heav'n, from this all-rengeful ſteel, 
That death ye ſeek to ſhun, ye ſoon ſhall feel, 
Swift to the fight roll back your threat ning courſe, 
And let your ſwords expunge this dire diſgrace. 
Nous d by his words the Gauls fuſpend their flight, 
Back they return once more to brave the fight, 
Soon they're all ſeen cloſe rang d in firm array, 
Cloſe as they ne'er before the foe gave way, 
For tho? in front loud roars the throat of war, 
Montcalm more dreadful thunders in the rear; 
Straight, with loud ſhocks, revive the dire alarms, 
Muſkets *painſt muſkets flaſh with wild uproar, 
Craſh follows craſh o'er all the rattling ſhore, 
Britain and Gaul alike maintain their ground, 
While ſquadrons fall and ſeas of blood flow round, 
Wide Oer the heav'ns vaſt flames thick ſmokes aſpire, 
And all the field appears one blaze of fire; 
Far o'er the plain meanwhile the Gallic right 
Prepare, with equal rage, to ruſh to fight, 
There had their mighty chief, with deep defign, 
Placid the moſt vig'rous troops of all his line, 


[ 218 1 


For, from the ſtrength and proweſs of this wing, 
Chd in bright arms, and tow'ring at their head, 
The great Vaudreuil to fame theſe ſquadrons led, 
Round Albion's flank he aims to wheel the war, 
And pour its whelming terrors on her rere; 

And the fierce tempeſt o'er his left impend, 

To God-like Townſhend ſent his loud command, 
To march with haſte, and brave the ruſhing band; 
Which by a fad neceſſity conſtrain d, 

On board the ſquadrons had with grief remain'd, 
Till the fame barks, that wafted Wolfe to land, 
Return'd, and bore them joyful to the ſtrand ; 

In this huge corps, thus pouring to the war, 
Three mighty bands from different climes appear, 
Two, with ftern front, the genuine ſons of fame, 
The third, tho they the fame bright lineage claim'd, 
Yet were not Albions, but Provincials nam'd ; 
Safe in the guardians of their mother ifle, 
Long had they till America's fair ſoil, 

Laid waſte their lands, involv'd their towns in fire, 
And on the ſoe now ruſh with deadly hate, 
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From where New-York's bright confines ſkirt the 
From where New-Jerſey rears her fandy ſhore, 
From where New. England teems with uſeful ore, 
From Carolina's vaſt expanded round, 
From wat'ry Maryland's encircling floods, 
In num rous crowds theſe dauntlefs heroes came, 
At the loud call of vengeance and of fame, 
Compact, collected cloſe in firm array, 

The triple corps moves on to meet the fray, 
Aloft in air their threat ning tubes they raiſe, 
Thro all the fy their dazzling ſtandards blaze, 
Fierce on the left they take their daring poſt, 
And fpread their front wide tow'rds the Gallic hoſt ; 
Advanc'd to fwell the horrors of the war, | 
Full in mid courſe ſhe halts with dire diſmay, 
In doubt to meet, or ſhun the dreadful fray, 
But ſtraight once more their gen ral calls to fame, 
| flame, 
Onward once more in droves they pour along, 
Reſolv's to fall, or cruſh the Britiſh throng ; 
mung 
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Vaſt ſheets of flame, vaſt clouds of ſmoke aſpire, 
Thick rattling vollies flaſh from train to train, 
And thund'ring burſt o'er all the echoing plain, 
As when, where Cancer wheels his fiery round, 
Sulphureous clouds break forth with thund'ring ſound, 
Flaſh againft flaſh from ev'ry quarter flies, | 
Peal againſt peal burſts o'er the bellowing ſkies, 

One hideous blaze involves the heav'ns all o'er, 

And all around is one tremendous roar, 

GauPs mighty crowds fpread countlefs oer the plain, 
Outſtretch'd by far the left of Albion's train, 

While the ferce refidue in firm array, 

In front ſuſtain the fury of the fray, 

Pouring this vaſt redundancy of force, | 
Round Albion's flank ſwift wheel their circling courſe, 
Then on their rear with whirling rage they fall, 

And *twixt two fiery clouds involve them all; 
Rous'd by the danger all the Britons warm, 

Swift they prepare to brave the gath'ring ſtorm, 
Some in the front repel the furious war, 

While ſome wheel round and brave it in the rear, 
Soon that dread. rear, with blaze of arms made dire, 
Flames forth another threat'ning: front of fire, 

Now on all fides the Gauls the combat wage, | 
Front, flank and rear, they charge with equal rage, 
Swift from all quarters flaſh their fiery ſhow'rs, 
Thick as fierce hail the rattling tempeſt pours; 
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Firm as a rock the brave, the God-like band, 
Mid all the dire uproar is ſeen to ſtand, 
Firm as a rock diſplays its awful form, 
When round it furious roars the thund'ring ſtorm, 
When bellowing waves burſt cer its rattling head, 
And thro? the deep a dire confuſion ſpread; 
Courage, brave ſouls, ftill ſcorn each daſtard fear, 
For lo ! great Howe, your great deliv'rer's near, 
Io! Eke a guardian God mid clouds of fire, 
Ile comes to ſnatch you from proud Gallia's ire, 
Tre roar'd the firſt wild onſet of the war, 
Him on the left Wolfe plac'd with cautious care, 
Wiſcly foreſecing what might there enfue, 
And what his valour for the cauſe might do, 
Beneath a range of dome's defenſive ſhade, 
Which on the left, with ſtately aſpect tow'rs, 
Circled with gardens, deckt with worlds of flow'rs, 
Here half theſe dauntleſs vet'rans took their poſt, 
Jo check the progreſs of the Gallic hoſt, 
Screen'd by their walls they dare the numvyrous foe, 
And pour a flight of whirling globes below, 
While the remainder of the God-like band 
Deep in a grove, behind theſe ſtruftures ſtand, 
RuPd by Howe's mighty ſelf in firm array, 
Calm there they wait the iſſue of the fray, 
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Tiorth from concealment on the foe he flies, 
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High o'er their heads the ſhelt ring thickets riſe, 
And ſereen their dazzling front from hoſtile eyes; 


Howe, when he ſaw his much lov'd friends from far, 
Delug'd around with horror, death and war, 
Swift as the lightning's flaſh burſts o'er the ſkies, 


Like a fierce torrent on the fons of Gaul, 

As tumbling waves, which o'er the proftrate ſhore, 

With thund'ring din in pond'rous mountains roar, 

Fly off in foam, and ſcatter in the wind; 

So when this unwiſl'd guſt of furious war 

Struck with amazement, fear, and dire affright, 

They break, diſperſe, and inſtant take to flight, 

Wide o'er the field they ſcour on wings of wind, 

From out the fiery gulph emerge to view, | 

Fierce as the lion ſtorms the fleecy flocks, 

Swift as thoſe flocks before the lion fly, 

Fly the ſtunn d Gauls, while countleſs numbers die, 

Swept in confuſion, from Britannia s rear, 

Backward they're hurF'd on thoſe who ſtand the war, 

Tin in hug* heaps on heaps together thrown, 

| Beneath each other's fwords in crowds they groan; 
| 4 Thus, 
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Thus, when great Howe had fore d the Gauls to yield, 


Back to his former poſt he bends his way, 
And there once more draws up, in firm array, 


His conquering troops, who, panting there for breath, 


Struck with a panic at war's dreadful chance, 
Torpid with horror ſtood the hoſt of France; 
Such was their dire amaze, their frantic fear, 
That ftill they deem'd the ſlaught ring foe was near, 
And crowds thro? terror tumble to the ground, 
Yet from this gulph of fear and wild furprize, 
Soon is a ſtorm of raihneſs ſeen to riſe, 

For genuine valour, once reproach'd by ſhame, 


Once more to charge, to cruſh the Britiſh throng, 
And in dark fiery horrors all is drown'd, "I 
When lo! the great controuler of the war 
Dreadful he charg'd, he pierc'd their lines again, 
Dreadful he broke and ſwept them o'er the plain, 
Till files on files again confus'dly fall, 

Thrice did they thus, in many a gloomy tide, 
Pour on, reſolv'd to cruſh Britannia's pride, 


Soon in fierce crowds once more they. pour along, 
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Thrice did their thunders thus inyolve the foe, 
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Swept oer the plain in crowds the trembling hoſt, 
'Till in wild rout is all their order loſt, 

And ſeas of life-warm blood o'erflow the ground; 
Sans by Gf: anarreus 282 yooe? ts fears 
Awhile in doubt Vaudreuil fuſpenes the war, 

Torn is his foul with grief and deep chagrin, 

Yer all his front ſeems tranquil and ſerene, 
For right he gueſs'd, ſhould he one fear betray, 
 *Twould fink his ſquadrons all in black diſmay ; 
Thus as he paus d within his God-like ſoul, 

Oh! ye bleſt pow'rs, with ardent voice, he eries, 
Muſt nought but dire difgrace falute theſe eyes, 
| Muſt I thus view my gallant troops o erthrown, 
View cruſh'd my country's glories and my own? 
Oh! ſhould I thus, thus loſe the dreadful day, 
Heay'n knows what then the cenſuring world may fay, 
Perhaps the world may deem the chance of war 

A chance that mocks at ev'ry human care, 
Deem it the fallies of a vengeful flame, 

| By me thus leveFd at my gen'ral's fame. 
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Riſe, riſe, my foul, avert this tide of ſhame, 
How couldſt thou bear, who art from guilt ſo free, 
To fee ſuch ſtains, fuch ſtigmas thrown on thee ? 
Thou who couldſt ncer, averſe to Nature's laws, 
For baſe revenge betray thy country's cauſe ; 
Til bravely conquer, or Pll yield my life, 
"Tis better ſure to fall with endleſs praiſe, 
Than live m infamy a length of daysz 
Straight thro? the front of war he darts along, 
While round his brow determin'd valour's ray, 
Mix'd with a mild reproach, is ſeen to play, 
I TY WO Py Wig 
fame, 
nnen of fine? 
Gods! will ye ſtand thus tamely paſſive here, 
And fall mean victims to your own vile fear? 


That mark'd our conqu'ring arms in foi mer days? 
O glorious Fontenoy, where's now that might, 
That on thy plains o'ercame the world in fight ? 
oft are we all to once-lov'd honour's charms, 
And no Norwindens now muſt grace our arms; 
Will ye then fink thus plung'd in endleſs ſhame, 
WA ye not fiſt grand! your roring fie ? 
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Think of the fields in former ages won, | 
Think of the glorious deeds yourſelves have done, 
And let your fwords retrieve your loſt renown. 
They breathe new flame, new kindling ardour round ; 
Rous d by their force the Gauls fuſpend their flight, 
Form and prepare once more to ruſh to fight, 
Forgetting wars for love's more ſweet alarms, = 

| Soon as had thence withdrawn each prying eye, | 
Left to the full indulgence of their joy, 

Oer hill, o'er dale, thro? grove and flow'ry mead, 
With chearful ſteps in fweet diſcourſe they ſtray d, 
Far from their fouls now ev'ry woe was caſt, 

They gaz'd, they fimil'd, they talk'd of dangers paſt, 
Then on each other gaz'd and ſmifd again, 
Such ſmiles as recompens'd a world of pain; 
_ At length on theſe fond ſcenes of dear delight, 
Stole, unperceiv'd, the darkneſs of the night, 
Straight for to ſeek ſome kind retreat they move, 
Meet for to ſhelter innocence and love, | 
Deep in the center of 2 neighbouring wood, 
A tow'ring ſteep, with bending aſpect ſtood, 
Thick from beneath a growth of poplars riſe, 
And meet its bold projection in the ſkies, 


** 
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Concead from fight a flow'ry ſpace is found, 
And near the calm receſs, thro' beds of flow'rs, 
A warbling ſtream its filver current pours, 


 Hither Satagus and his much-lov'd fair, 


To court the ſweets of reſt, with haſte, repair; 
Stretch'd on a graſſy couch there calmly they, 
In kind endearments, paſs the night away, 
Till by mild Nature's gentle hand oppreſs'd, 
Lock'd in each others arms they fink to reſt; 
O, happy knds, where fouls without alloy, 
In Nature's ſtate can taſte fuch boundleſs joy, 
Where ftrung by toil they brave the damps of night, 
And aſk no ſplendid dome to give delight; 
Then turn, ye ſons of pride, with ſhame behold 
What uſclefs things are all your pomp and gold, 
See in this calm retreat a tender pair 
Brave, with undaunted hearts, the midnight air, 
See o'er their heads no ſplendid domes difplay'd, 
The graſs their couch, a rock their only ſhade, 
Yet ſee them bleſt with pleaſure's ſmiling reign, 
Now thro' the redd ning clouds the bluſhing dawn 
The feather'd throngs remount each echoing ſpray, 
Wide thro' the air in joyful ſwarms they ſing, 
And all the anſw'ring woods with muſic ring, 
Rous'd 
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Nous d by the found that filfd the warbling ſkies, 
Juſt then Satagus op'd his wond'ring eyes, 
Slow from his verdant couch he rear'd his head, 


And to his ſſumb'ring mate thus mild he ſaid :—- 
Hark how the lark's glad mattin chears the ſkies, 
And bids our fouls to tender joys ariſe, 
And be theſe few ſhort moments bleſt with love; 
Then for a time PH leave thy heav'nly arms, 
To reap new tranſports in the fields of arms. 
O, my lov'd lord, the matron ſoon rejoin'd, 
What frightful dreams this night have filld my mind 
Not, for the world, wculd I endure again 

One moment more of ſuch diſtracting pain, 
Methought, while yet I funk in ſoft repoſe, 
I faw thee ruſh where thund'ring combats roſe, 
Fearleſs you ſhot along the dreadful plain, 
And filfd with terror all the hoſtile train, 
When lo! two ficnds appear'd with aſpect dire, 
With hideous front, and eyes that flaſh'd with fire, 
On thee they eis d. grim yawn'd the op'aing ground, 
And down they dragg'd thee in the gulph profound, 
Straight the dark pitileſs earth clos'd o'er thy head, 
While all around ſtood child with fearful dread, 
Loſt in wild grief I funk in fad deſpair, 
I beat my frantic breaſt, I tore my hair, 
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When lol a heav'nly form, with ſmiling brow, 
Stood by my ſide, and thus rebuk'd my woe :— 
Calm thy loud griefs, vain mortal, ceaſe to mourn, 
Thy now loſt lord can ne'er to thee return, 
But death ſtill waits to end the wretch's pain, 


Mark but theſe words, and thouPt be bleſs'd again, 
Juſt then thy dalliance broke my fad repoſe, 
And freed my foul from all its fancied woes: 
Oh, my lov'd lord, weigh well the warning giv'n, 
Heed this kind viſion, for "tis fare from heav'n, 
Think of ty haplefs ſpouſe, thy own dear life, 
And ſtun, O ſhun the dark approaching ftrife, 
Think how that hapleſs fpouſe, alas! muft mourn, 
| Shouldfi thou, her long loſt lord, from her be torn. 
Ceaſe, my Tamina, fwiit the chief rejoin d. 
Ceaſe with fuch groundlefs fears to plague thy mind, 
Theſe idle dreams which thou wouldſt heav'nly call, 
Are but weak phantoms, vain deluſions all, 
"Tis true our fathers, teas'd with fancied woes, 
Yielded implicit faith to tales like thoſe, 
Tis true. ev'in now our tribes, to error prone, 
Beneath ſuch childiſh fears for ever groan, 
But fince mid Europe's lights has dwelt my ſoul, 
That ſoul has learnt to ſcora their dark controul, 
For now my r-a{n fees tliat dreams are gin 
By chance alone, and not tie hand of Heav'n, 
Bruiide, my love, buſh all thefe fond alarms, 
I am not yet to icave thy tender arms, 

X > Lot 
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Let us in ſmiling love theſe hours employ, 

Nor damp, with future woes, our preſent joy, 

We nc'er ſhould weep for forrows yet to come, 
If doom'd to ill, too ſoon we'll feel our doom. 

He fpoke, then claſp'd her in a kind embrace, 

That huſh'd each grief, each riſing fear to peace, 
And fondly gazing on each other's charms, 

They loſe all terror of ſucceeding harms, 

When lo! the burſting thunders of the war 
Breathe their loud ſummons to Satagus? ear; 

Rous d at the found he fprings from love's foft arms, 
And feems juſt haſt'ning to the dire alarms, 

Oh! wilt thou leave me, leave me helpleſs here, 
Torn by ſuch grief, ſuch keen diſtracting fear? 

Is then each ſpark of kindneſs fled from thee, 
Which once thou hadſt for thy poor babes and me? 
Stay, oh for once vain empty fame forego, 
Shame on thy fears, weak fair, the chief replies, 
To what baſe conduct would thy tongue advite? 
Where's now that worth, that thirſt of glorious fame, 
That urg'd in former days each Indian dame ? 

Once they were wont to brave ev'n war's alarms 
And ſpur their huſbands on to deeds of arms; 
Think ſhould 1 baſely quit the paths of fame, 
What blots, what ſtains mult cloud my future name, 
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Than made the ſport, the ſcoff, the ſcorn of all? 
Muſt not her voice, her mandate be obey'd ? 
Wolfe's kind attentions bid me to the field, 
And ev'ry tie to gratitude ſhould yield, 
Rolls the big thunders o'er the ſeas and land, 
Would ſcorn, would cruſh me, did he thus but ſes 
Each call cf fame, of friendihip, ſcorn'd by me. 
He fpoke, the matron feels Convictions force, 
Yet Nature ſcorns to yield to Neaſon's courſe, © 
Grief choak'd her voice, ſhe ſtrove, but nought could 
fay, 
She look'd a fad farewel, then turn'd away. 
Straight from the mournful place the chief withdrew 
And tow'rds the margin of St. Laurence flew, 
There, in a flender ſkiff, he takes his ſtand, 
He gains the beach, mounts up tall Abram's height, 
Shoots o'er the plain, and joins the thund'ring fight; 
There his keen eyes he rolls on ev'ry fide, 
To find where Wolfe oppos'd the combat's tide, 
Him in the center of the war he found, 
Where ſhow'rs of ball loud bellowing roar around, 
Forward he hurries tow'rds the God-like man, 
And ſpurr d by fiery zeal, thus ſwift began :— 

: | X 2 Why, 
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Why, O my Lord, my mighty gen' ral, fay, 
Wouldſt thou with fond eredulity thus play, 
Didſt thou not vow, ere thou wouldft ruſh to fight, 
Forth to the field, to call my proffer'd might ? 
Ne'er could I think that thou wouldſt thus delay, 
Or rob my glory of fo bright a day. 

Be calm, my friend, the gen'rous chief rejoin'd, 
While a gay ſmile unbends his manly mind, 

Nor blame thy gen ral for fo kind a part. 
How coukift thou think that e er my breaſt could prove 
So hard, fo pit'leſs, to the cauſe of love, 
As thus to drag thee from delights fo great, 

Loft to thy foul ſo long, and found fo late? 

But fince thy kindling valour bids thee rife, 
Welcome thou art to theſe delighted eyes, 

Come let us ruſh to brave the glorious fight, 
Still thou haſt time to prove thy God-like might; 
Then fide by fide they thundring flaſh'd along, 
And ſhot wild terror thro' the Gallic throng, 

As when from adverſe points loud tempeſts blow, 
Tow'r on and join fierce battle in the ſkies, 

_ Splaſh wide, ſpout high, and drench the heav'ns all 
Oer, 5 
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Some fight, ſome fall, ſome groan in tides of gore, 
And one wide din involves the heav'ns all o'er; 
Meanwhile Montcalm forfakes the dreadful fray, 
And tow'rds the rear directs his anxious way, 
Vhere ſierce Verdonx had fix'd his cautious ſtand, 
Ard ali around diſpos'd his fearleſs band; 

Here they at diſtance view'd the furious fray, 
Ready to charge whene'er their friends gave way, 
To whom, with haſte, the Gallic gen'ral cries— 
Sce, O my friend, what dreadful combats riſe, 
See how great Wolfe itill ſtands the deſp'rate fight, 
And braves, unconquer'd, all our pouring might, 
And much I dread the fate that hangs o'er all, 


— France once could dare the warring world to fight, 


And make all Europe cringe beneath her might, 

Full weil thou know it how, in great Louis reign, 

Cruſh'd the united force of countleis lands, 

Has done what worlds had ſought in vain before ? 
X 3 Figv 
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How comes it then, that now Britannia's land 
Can all the efforts of our force withſtand ? 
Why this ſurprize, the fierce Verdonx rejoin'd, 


Let but thy foul look back on antient Gaul, 

And thou muſt ſoon perceive the caufe of all, 
When fuch vaſt glories mark'd our conqu'ring force, 
Say, was it Britain's ſons oppos' d our courſe ? 
Was't not a motley, dark, confedrate hoſt, 

From Spain's, from Italy's, Germania's coaſt ? 
Whoſe diff rent int'refts, ever on the jar, 

Kept their proud fouls from riſing keen to war, 

And if fome dauntleſs Britons there were found, 
Soon was their valour in the chaos drown'd; 

That firm, unconquer'd, braves the rage of fight, 
Freed from the clog of all confed' rate lands, 
Alone her ſons oppoſe our num'rous bands, 
And when theſe gen'rous heroes all take fire, 
What pow'r on earth can ſtand their dreadful ire? 
One chief there lives, who dares to ſtand it all, 
Returns Montcalm, or bravely, bravely fall, 
Ere this proud foul to Albion's pow'r ſhall yield, 
Horrors ne'er ken'd till now ſhall rend the field, 
Ne'er could I ſtoop to yon vile paltry band, 
Who cring'd fo oft beneath my conqu'ring hand; 
Inſtant do thou forfake this diſtant poſt, 
Come with thy troops, advance to aid the hoſt, 
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Then in one ſhock we'll put forth all our might, 
To cruſh the foe, and turn the ſcale of fight, 
Here ſhould we fail, till ſafe's your gen'ral's fame, 
For death ſhall tear him from the gripe of ſhame. 
Then fwift as light he join'd the warring throng, 
To right and left the warring ranks divide, 
And thici'ning dreadful crowd on either fide, 
And add new terrors to the hoſt of France ; 
Fierce in the front of all the warlike crowd, 
Tow'rs on their God-like chief, he ſhouts aloud :— 
Will ye not riſe, to glorious conqueſts riſe? 
Think of your country's woes, yon tott'ring town, 
Think if we here ſubmit to yonder hoſt, 
Our fame, our glory are for ever loſt ; 
Riſe then, for ſhame, preſerve your native land, 
Riſe then, for ſhame, bear down yen paltry band, 
Ne'er let ſuch mean, ſuch poor exhauſted pow'rs, 
By dint of valour's might prevail o'er ours; 
Come, on the foe in one great effort fall, 
For on this laſt great effort hangs our all. 
He ſpoke, like light ning darts along the plain, 
And tow'rds the foe rolls on his num'rous train, 
Nor 
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Before their van he threat ning flaſh'd along, 
On as he tow'rs to dare the pouring train, 
Thus his loud voice ſounds dreadful o'er the plain. 
Courage, brave friends, come meet the gath'ring ſtorm, 
Think of the glorious deeds by Johnſon done, 
Think of the high renown by Amherſt won; 
Riſe then, brave friends, and emulate their ſame, 
Ne'er let their lot be praiſe, and yours be ſhame, 
Inftant kt's cenſ2 this vainly bluſt'ring fire, 
Come in keen bay'nets put forth all your ire, 
Theſe at one ſhock ſhall mow yon army down, | 
And hew your paſſage to yon tott'ring town: 
Swift at the word, the fierce impetuous throng 
In one huge phalanx thun bring roll along, 
All with fet bay'nets pour upon the foe, 
Gaul, with ſet bay'n-:ts, meets the furious blow, 
Shock follows ſhock, their clanging arms reibund, 
Claſh follows claſh, the ſhiv'ring blades flaſh round, 
Hoſt againit hoſt in deſp'rate efforts ſtrain, 
| Yet each bold hoſt unſhaken ſtands the plain, 
When, with firm front and undiſturb'd array, 
Thus for long time they'd try'd the cloſe ſought fray ; 
Britain at length bore down reũſtance all, 
And picrc'd impetuous thro? the ranks of Gaul, 
As when loud tempeſts o'er the ocean roar, 
Tumbling huge billows on Batavia's ſhore, 
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Oer the pent dikes the conqu'ring ſurges bound, 
And bellowing dreadful drench the world around, 
Thus did the Britons, with reſiſtleſs force, 
Swift thro” the Gallic ſquadron cleave their courſe, 
Thouſands on thouſands at their feet fall flain, 
The reſt they ſweep tempeſtuous o'er the plain. 
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BOOK THE SEVENTH. 


Now, ben Montcatn's an fadTning eyes beheld, 
The dire confuſion ſpread round all the field, 


And whelm'd all patience in their mad controul, 
Straight with fwift ſpeed from rank to rank he flies, 
Wild rage, wild frenzy lightning in his eyes, 
Dreadful around he wheels his fiery blade, 
Beats back the gen'ral rout, and thund ring faid :— 
O! ye vile flaves, ye dogs, ye dregs of earth, 
Foul fiends, baſe cheats, where's now your boaſted 
worth ? | | | 
Heav'ns ! will ye fly thus plung'd in dire diſgrace, 
Mean, trembling daſtards, fugitive and baſe ? 
Back, inſtant back, fly ſwift, retrieve the day, 
Back, and this inſtant ſtand the glorious fray ; 
By Heav'n, who dares beyond this ground depart, 
Straight finds this faulchion buried in his heart. 
Thus, while he ſpoke, his madly raging hand 
Now here, now there, he thwarts the fwarms that fly, 
He whirls his fword, and lo! in crouds they dic, 
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Swift as each daſtard dares but turn to flight, 

Him ftraight he fells, and ſends to endleſs night, 

Yet vain's this toil, this all-o'erwhelming ire, 

Still ſwells the rout, and ſtill the Gauls retire, 

Still the fame panic that firſt made them yield, 

Prevails and drives them headlong o'er the field; 

Ere the fierce adverſe hoſts had ruſh'd to fight, 

Each roll'd ſome cannon up tall Abram's height, 

Yet, was this one dread inſtrument of ire, 

Ply'4 with ſuch care, with ſuch vaſt ſtores of fire, 

That by its thund'ring blaſts which ceaſcleſs fall, 

It filenc'd thoſe that fence the cauſe of Gaul, 

And now, like Etna, with tremendous roar, 

Racking the baſis of the neighb'ring ſhore, 

Such fiery torrents breathes it round the plain, 

As fell in crowds the tumbling vanquiſh'd train; 

Meanwhile the navy, on the waveward ſide, 

Hurl forth like thunders from the rolling tide, 

Thick random ſhots in rattling tempeſts fly. 

Some o'er the town, ſome ſcatter on the plain, 

And ſwell the terrors of the vanquiff'd train. 

Than fleets, than thunders to the ſons of Gaul, 

Wolſe thro? the war before his army tow'rs, 

Swift o'er the field he leads his vet' ran pow'rs, 
Fluſl'd 
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Fluſh'd with bright joy flaſh'd forth his ſparkling eyes, 
And round his head fierce threat'ning terrors rife : 
Come, my brave friends, come on, ye heroes all, 
Strike, cruſn, o'erwhelm, bear down the ſons of Gaul; 
Now, now's the time, the time, he nobly ery'd, 
To raife our country's fame, curb Gallia's pride, 
And end at once yon long-deſtroying foe ; 
Now in loud ſhouts he breathes his voice around, 
It fires the hoſt, it makes the heav'ns reſound ; 
Then on the foe he darts with whirling force, 
And bids the war attend his thund'ring courſe, 
Thick as huge waves his ſquadrons pour along, 
And burft like tempeſts o'er the trembling throng, 
As when loud winds the trembling occan heave, 
And tow'rds the ſhip rolls on the whelming wave, 
All ia wild fear the tumbling failors drown'd, 
This way and that, ſwift fly diſtracted round; 
Some in the hold their tumbling bodies fling, 
And ſome for ſafety round the cordage cling ; 
Thus, when great Wolfe thot oer the trembling plain, 
Loft in wild terror funk the Gallic train, 
Some ſkulk behind to ſhun their baleful fight, 
And ſome, thro' frenzy, ruſh to meet the fight ; 
To ſtop the gen'ral rout, and rouſe the war, 
Meanwhile Montcalm fierce thunders in the rear, 
Now here, now there, like lightaing fies arcund, 
Harrowing cach daſtard heart that dares give ground; 
At 
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At length convine'd that all his labour's vain, 
Convinc'd that loſt's the long conteſted plain, 
Straight he reſolves in queſt of Wolfe to go, 
And court a glorious n 1 the foe, 
Swift with blind fury, with unpitying force, 
He cleaves thro' crowds of 3 bis courſe, 
Then like a whirlwind, on Britannia's war 
He pours, and ſtops her in her full career, 
Furious he wheels his ſlaught'ring blade around, 
Furious he fells whole ſquadrons to the ground, 
Wolfe tilt he calls, white fit his fiery eyes 
Roll on all files till Wolfe's great felf he ſpies; 
Yes, loſt Montcalm, that brave, that God-like chief, 
Great fource of thine and of thy country's grief, 
Steps forth, alas! too ready at thy Gall, 
To cruil thy hapleſs pride and ruin Gaul. 
Come, thou vain chief, Montcalm with fury crics, 
While a wild tranſport ſparkles in his eyes, 
Come, come, let's try in this laſt great eſſay, 
Whether *tis Gaul or Albion wins the day; 
Straight on the foc he ſprin gs with threat ning bound 
And dreadſul wheels his ficry fword around, 
Wolfe with calm thought his active pow'rs awoke, 
And turning fwift repels the furious ſtroke, 
Then whizP his dazzling ſword with ſkilful pride, 
And plung'd it dreadſul in the hero's fide. 
As the pierc'd lion, rous'd by madd'ning pain, 
Flics with fell fury on the hanter train, 
| Y 
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So fird to frenzy. by the deathful blow, 
Montcalm with doubling rage now ſtorms the 


He ſtrikes, he thruſts, he tries on ev'ry part, 
To force a paſſage to the hero's heart; 


He whirls his ſword, he darts from fide to fide, 


foe, 
Onward he ſprings with wrath-born pow'r ſupply'd, 


| But God-like Wolfe, compos d, the charge awaits, 


At length enfeebled by the ſanguine tide, 


That pours in torrents from his ſtreaming fide, 


The laſt vain efforts of the wounded foe, 
Quite ſpent at length he tott'ring reels around, 


Then falls all pale, a!l helpleſs on the ground, 
Fierce from all fides juſt then the Britiſh throng, 


To aid their chief impetuous ruſt'd along, 


Thick round his head they flaſh vaſt ſhow'rs of ball, 
Swift thro? his breaſt in countleſs flights they bound, 


Wolfe their keen rage behoids with fad ſurprize, 


He knits his angry brows, he ſternly cries :-- 


Shame, O my friends! for ſhame, this wrath for-go, 
Heav'ns! can ye thus, thus uſe a vanquiſh'd foe ? 


Do ye not know my will, my orders giv'n, 
Do ye not know the will, the laws of heav'n, 
Do ye not know when we ſucceſsful prove, 


33 ſhould ſhare our lose? 
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Ceaſe then, for ſhame, this barb'rous rage reſtrain, 

Fly, rather fly to mitigate his pain, 
Him, when in firength, 'twere juſt you ſhoulll ſubdue 
But now his woes ſhould claim your pity too. 
In vain he ſpoke, for lo! fate's black controul 
Quick breathes its darkſome horrors o'er his ſoul, 
Yet not all death's grim horrors can impart, 
One fear, one thought of terror to his heart; 
Sternly he frowns, tho? in death's gaſp he lies, 
And filFd with wild delight thus fierce he cries :— 
Haſt kindly heard me in this needful hour, 
Into thy ſhelt'ring arms I joyful go, 
Scorning the vain, vain triumphs of my foe, 
Then with a ſcornfut fmile he funk to night, 
Wolfe, for a time o'erwhelm'd with ſtrange furpriſe, 
Nails to the wond'rous corſe his penſive eyes, 
Then ſeia d his proſtrate ſword the conqu'ror's right, 
And turns to join the tumults of the fight, 
Juſt at that inſtant a foul vengeful Gaul 
Aim d at the hero's breaſt a pond'rous ball, 
_ Heav'n from its deſtin'd courſe the fate ſwift threw, 

And thwart his finewy wriſt with rage it flew, 
Fleſh, veins and finews, in its flight it tore, 
And all the hand leaves drown'd in tides of gore, 
Calm and unmov'd the God-like hero ſtood, 
He clos d the wound, he ſtayd the ruſhing blood, 

Y 2 Straight 
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Straight o'er the gaſh a ſilken veil he drew, 
To ſhut its horrors from his army's view, 
Leſt the fad fight ſhould give his gen'rals pain, 
Or damp the ardour of his pouring train, 
Ev'n as the looſening fury of the wind, 
Long by the tow'rings of high hills confi'd, 
Thro' the rent vales with direful whirlings ſweep, 
And falls in mightier tempeſts on the deep; 
Now drives with doubling fury oer the field; 
Such glare his looks as fierce to fight he tow'rs, 
As bode quick ruin to all Gallia's pow'rs, 
When lo! to check the progreſs of his fame, 
Tearing his fide with keen relentleſs force, 
Beneath his ribs a ball ſwiſt plows its courſe, 
Yet there its rage ſtopt fort, nor dares to dart, 
With death's dread ſummons to 2 vital part, 
For Heav'n to ſwell the glories of the ſtriſe, 
Spins to its laſt great end his thread of life, 
Soon brave Satagus view'd, with ſad ſurpriſe, 
The ſtreaming blood” flow down his manly thighs, 
Quick thro? his foul a ſudden horror ran, | 
And thus he fwiſt addreſs'd the God-like man :— 
O, my brave chief, alas! too nobly great, 
What frantic wrath now drives thee on thy fate, 
Why wilt thou thus, thus wounded dare the ſtrife, 
Why vainly thus, thus waſte thy precious life? 


Haſte 
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Haſte to the rear, haſte, ſhun theſe ſtorms of ball, 
Or thy mad courage ſhall undo us all. 
While gen'rous terrors rouſe his manly mind, 
Peace, or thy raſhneſs will to all reveal 
What moſt Pve try'd, Pve labour'd to conceal, 
And lay at once my tow'ring hopes in duſt ? 
What woes, what fears muſt drown my conqu'ring 

train? 

Would they not deem their abſent hero dead, 
And dim their ſouls with clouds of needleſs dread ? 
Ceaſe then, my friend, thy chief muſt dare the foe, 
"Fill vick'ry's quite ſecure, till Gaul lies low; 
Then let death come if ſuch high Heav'n's decree, 
For life or death are then alike to me, 
Nor think theſe words a madly wrath-born boaſt, 
All ſure ſhould fall to ſave their native coaſt, 
Ere my lov'd native land ſhould ſtoop to ſhame, 
Td yield ten thouſand lives to ſhield her fame; 
Yes, for my country's cauſe I'd yield my breath, 
Give me but conqueſt, and I ſmile on death. 
Then tow'rds the wond'ring Ileav'ns he throws his 
And breathes this fond petition to the ſkies :— 
O! thou great Fountain of all Nature's laws, 
Great God, great aider of the righteous cauſe, 
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If earth's vile dregs may ſue fuch heav'nly pow'r, 


Grant me but life, glad life, for one ſhort hour, 
Then flay or fave me at thy will divine. 
He waves his ſword, he points the road to fame, 
And thus, in words, pours forth his God-like flame— 
Pour on, pour on, till ſtopf' d by yon proud wall, 
Till not one veſtige here remain of Gaul; 
Inſtant he ruſhes *mid the hoſtile crowd, 

Swift as its rage o'erwhelms a tott'ring town, 
Dreadful he mows whole countleſs ſquadrons down, 
Where'er he turns ſuch crowds, ſuch numbers fall, 
That cruſh'd beneath his hand ſeems Gallia all: 
There, O great Wolfe ! there ends thy bright career, 
For lo! thy dark, thy diſmal fate is near; 
Death o'er thy head extends his fable hand, 

And leaves to endleſs grief thy native land. 
Fierce as he drove reſiſtleſs thro? the fray, 
Verdonx beheld, and mark d him for his prey, 
Deaf to each call of gratitude and ſhame, 
Full at his breaſt he takes a deadly aim, 


And 
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Straight falls the glory of the Albion world; 
O! what wild horror, grief and dire ſurpriſe, 
Oer all the field in that dark initant flies, 
Near to the verge of conqueſt as they drove, 
Tho” vict'ry's ſelf ſeems lighting from above, 
All fwift ſtop ſhort, all plung'd in boundleſs grief, 
Blind to each object but their bleeding chief; 
Thick round the hero, ſtraight from ev'ry fide, 
Pour his fad ſquadrons in a gloomy tide, 
Straight in fad pomp from out the combat's roar, 
There as around him gaz'd the forrowing crew, 
O, what a fight of horror meets their view ! 
Deep pierc'd with wounds, all drench'd in gore he lies, 
Who once was joy, was tranſport to their eyes, 
While in ſharp pantings heaves his quiv'ring breath, 
And o'er his face pale hangs the gloom of death; 
Say ye, dread rulers, of our mortal fate, 
Why ſuch black ruin to a chief fo great? 
Had he but liv'd, loft Albion how thou dſt ſhine, 
What fame, what mightier glories had been thine ? 
Cruſh'd by his arms thy foes had proſtrate lain, 
And countleſs worlds, tho' leagu'd, had itorm'd in vain, 
Moncton, meanwhile, o'er-ruPd by cautious care, 
Far on the right all calm maintains the war, 


Firm 
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Firm for long time he'd brav'd proud Gallia's might, 
But when, alas! thro” all the mournful throng, 
Wolfe's hapleſs fate in fighs was paſt along, 
To all his foul a piercing anguiſh roſe, 
And all his viſage wrapt in gloomy woes, 
Then with juſt vengeance fierce his boſom berns, 
And thus his gen'ral's fate, enrag'd, he mourns :— 
Wolfe, art theuu gone, my brave, my noble friend, 
Has ruthlefs fate decreed ti y hapleſs end, 
Brave was thy ſoul, beyond ail juſt compare, 
Unmatch'd in virtue, as unmatch' d in war, 
But ſoon for thee ſhall groan yon hateful line, 
And pay juſt forſeits for a life like thine 
Then from the rear thro' Albion's ranks he broke, 
Blaz'd in war's threat ning front, and nobly ſpoke ; 
Rouſe, O my friends, now rouſe your fury all, 
Think of your loſs, your God-like leader's fall, 
He in our cauſe reſigns his glorious breath, 
Then why not we revenge his hapleſs death? 
Straight on the foe he ſprings with threat'ning force, 
But lo! from out the num'rous ſhow'rs of ball, 
That round his head in bellowing tempeſts fall, 
One thro” his frame a direful paſſage found, 
And inſtant ſtretch'd him ſenſeleſs on the ground, 


Straight all his ſchemes of great revenge are o'er, 
Thus 
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Thus when theſe two vaſt pillars of the hoſt, 


Were by war's blaſt from their foundations toſt, 
Fortune and fate, both loudly ſeem to call, 
Great Townſhend forth, to cruſh the pride of Gaul, 
He on the left, far o'er the war-wrapt plain, 
And with firm front to meet the tempeſt's fall, 
Which then ſcem'd gath'ring on the right of Gaul, 
Juſt then fome bands he'd drawn from Albion's rear, 
To fwell with mightier firength the van of war, 
When lo! from far his ſearching eyes beheld 

A rapid herald haſtning oer the field, 

To meet him fwift th impatient hero flies, 

What new inſtruftions gives my noble friend ? 
Wills he that here I ſtill maintain my poſt, 

Or kence to aid the centre of the hoſt? 
Speak but the word, I fly with all my might, 
Whate'er his ſoul approves muſt ſure be right. 
Thus, while he ſpoke with deep dejected eye; 
The mournful herald breathes a penſive ſigh, 
Then o* © his brow black clouds of forrow riſe, 
And thus, with flutt ring voice, he fad replies :— 
To thy great ear ſhall kind inſtructions fend, 
For, O fad fate ! even now he gaſps for breath, 

In all the pangs, the ruthleſs pangs of death, 


Nobly 


Nobly he fell amid the furious ſtrife, 
Buying immortal glory with his life ; | 
Great Moncton too, the next in high command, 
Piere d with ſharp wounds forſakes yon mournful band. 
Then haſte, O Townihend, cheer the low'ring day, 
And urge their fouls to brave the dreadful fray, 

_ *Tis thou alone that now can rule our hoſt, 

O! art thou gone, the mournful chief rejoin'd, 
Thou braveft, gentleſt, beſt of human kind? 
O art thou hence, alas! for ever torn, 

And is thy friend, thy country left to mourn? 
But Heav'n, tis fure, thy juſt almighty pow'rs 
Ne'er meant fuch virtue for a world like ours; 
Then to his troops I go, my friends, he faid, 

I go where fate commands my inſtant aid, 

For lo! your chief, your God-like chief lies flain, 
Cover d with wounds on yon deftrutive plain, 
Ye knew his worth, ye knew his gen tous breaſt, 
Ye knew the virtues that his foul poſleſs'd, 

Ye knew how mild he would your faults reprove, 
With all the fondneſs of a father's love; 

Then, O while I ſhall haſten oer the play. 

To rouſe the woe-wrapt centre of the train, 

Here guard your honour, guard your native land, 
Think of your good, your matchleſs leader's fall, 
And take a glorious vengeance on proud Gaul. 
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| Ne ſpoke with ſpecd, he leaves his warring powers, 
And tow'rds the centre of the army tow'rs, 
All drown'd in tears, inactive, ſcatter'd round, 
Sunk in dark woe, of fame they'd heedleſs grown, 
And ſeem'd to nought alive fave grief alone; 

But when in front blaz'd forth great Townſhend's 
Inſtant once more roar'd forth war's bellowing ſtorm, 
Swift from his glance they all at once take fire, 
While, in the hurry of the headlong fray, 

Is drown'd each trivial thought of firm array. 
Why, O my friends, my God-like friends, he cries, 
Why, why to ſuch deſtructive tumult fall? 
Calm, calm this frenzy, if not friends to Gaul, 
You know his valour has whole hoſts controuPFd, 
Yet he was ſteady, temp'rate, calm and wiſe, 
And in the midſt of conqueſt fear'd ſurpriſe, 

He his brave troops ſtill held in firm array, 
Nor left to chance the fortune of the day ; 

Will ye not then purſue his glorious courſe, 
Will ye not then with caution guide your force? 
See on your deeds how hangs your dying chief, 
As 
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As the huge boiſt'rous waves and tempeſts roar, 
Which long had thunder'd round bleak Zembla's ſhore, 
At their dread Maker's all-fupreme command, 
Straight fink to reſt, and leave to peace the land, 
QuelFd by the potence of great Wolfe's lov'd name, 
Thus ſwift to ſenſe the frantic ſquadrons came, 
Bridling their rage they all at once ſtand ſtill, 
He inſtant flies, their order to reſtore, 
He poſts theſe troops behind, and thoſe before, 
Then with firm front all rang'd in cloſe array, 
Onward he leads them to renew the fray, 
The Gallic ſquadrons meet the gath'ring ſtorm ; 
What tho” Montcalm had ſunk to endleſs night, 
Vaudreuil more brave, more God-like rules the fight, 
He, when dark fate had robb'd Montcalm of life, 
Damp'd the proud efforts of Britanniz's train, 
He by his deeds, his loud re-echoing call, 
Re-rous'd the courage of the ſons of Gaul, 

And in firm ranks once more conjoin'd their might, 
On now he leads them to renew the fight ; 
Fierce on their front the Britiſh ſquadrons bear, 
Looſening each hideous terror of the war, 
From right to left, with wild impetuous ire, 
Firſt they let fly an all-Oerwhelming fire, 


Then 
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Then with their ſwords high whirling in their hands, 
Dreadful they ruſh amid the frightzd band, 
Thick in vaſt crowds they fell of hapleſs Gaul, 
Thoſe who had 'ſcap'd the flaught'ring ſhow'rs of ball, 
Tin all the mighty centre of the train 
Lies flain in heaps, or ſcatter o'er the plain. 
Now on all ſides the gath'ring horrors ſpread, 
| Now on all ſides the Gallic army fled, 
Britain's right wing foon hurls Gaul's left in flight, 
Britain's brave left o erturns the Gallic rigit ; 
Some to the woods, ſome thunder to the town, 
'Frembling all fly, in bellowing tumults toſt, 
And dcaths, and ſcreams, aud groans diſtracl ti. e coaſt 
Of all che num' rous troops thus plung'd in flight, 
None flew fo ſwift, fo headlong as the right, 
Back d by Lafcelles' and brave Anſtruther's bands, 
The dauntleſs Scots ſwift [wept them o'er the lands, 
Grim on the rere with conqu'ring rage they bound, 
Thus, by the defp'rate ſhock of arms impelf d, 
Trembling the Gauls drive headlong o'er the field, 
To where the rock with ſteep deſcent ſinks down, 
Here, where St. Charles's ſtream wide circling flows, 
A ſtrong built bridge with tow'ring arches roſe, 
High o'er the wat'ry depths the ſtructure lay, 
A ready, ſmooth, a broad, an ample war; 
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This to ſecure beſide the rolling flood, 
On whoſe tall brow a range of guns appear, 


Which point their terrors tow'rds the pouring war : 


Hither by war's dread torrent fwept along, 
To gain their camp the routed ſquadrons throng, 


Thick or the bridge with ſcreams, with clam'rings 


loud, 


Confus'dly wild in heaps on heaps they crowd, 


While with fierce ſhouts with all the roar of war, 


Struck with pale fear, in dire confulion loſt, 


Juſt on the brink of ruin ſeems the hoſt, 

When lo! three chiefs, fore-doom'd to endleſs fame, 
Ladone, Tureine and Preticaus, by name, 
Bravely reſolve alone the foul debate, 
eee are 
. — 
In vain whole crowds roll on with boiſt'rous ire, 
In vain they charge, they ſtrike, they thruſt, they fire, 
The ſhocks, the utmoſt bluſt'riags of the war, 
And as like tempeſts whirl their ſwords around, 
They fell whole piles of heroes to the ground ; 
Thus as the firſt brave crowds by ſquadrons fall, 


Other vaſt crowds roll on the chiefs of Caul, 


Still 
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| Still as theſe chiefs theſe firſt brave ſquadrons flew, 
To mightier flaughters ſwift their weapons flew, 
Till thrice twelve heroes in an inſtant flain, 


| Stretch'd at their feet lay breathleſs on the plain, 


Screen'd by the proweſs of theſe ſons of fame, 
Then had loſt Gaul in fafety paſod the ſtream ; 
But lo! a wickning chain, with hideous roar, 
Shot from a cannon o'er the rattling ſhore, 
Full on Ladone with whirling fury flew, 
And inftant ſerer d his cleft waiſt in two; 
Struck to the carth his netker parts lie ſpread, 
While o'er the field far flies his breaſt and bead, 
Raw to the ſight grim looks each inner part, 
While full in view yet pants his bleeding heart ; 
Next, from a pond'rous ſword a ſtroke is ſped, 
Fall on, O! loſt Turein, thy hapleſs head, 
Cleft into twain the craſhing ſkull is feen 
Yawn wide, while gory torrents ſpout between, 
The ſeatt ring brain flies whit ning all around, 
And breathleſs finks the warrior to the ground. 
Alone, unback'd, unaided, on the field, 
Swift from his foul his late vaſt courage fled, 
And all his boſom yields to inſtant dread, 
Then from the place where tott'ring pale he ſtood, 
Headlong he plunges in the whirling flood, 
Daſhing he darts acroſs the ſparkling tide, 
And eager ſtrains to reach the farther fide, 

2 2 Straight 
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Straight with huge ſhocks once more the ſtorm of war 
Burſts in dread thunders on ſtunn'd Gallia's tere, 
Straight, like their chief, to ſcape the threat ning blow, 
All with loud clamour whirling plunge below, 
Dreadful amid the wat'ry tumult toſt, 

They daſh, they labour for the adverſe coaſt, 
Thro' all its gulphs, thro” all its bellowing ſhores, 
The rattling tide with doubling fury roars, 
Some by fierce war, ſome whelm'd. beneath the tide, 
While ſcarce a remnant gains the farther fide z 
Meanwhile Vaudreuil, brave leader of the train, 
Tho fwept by conqu'ring Townſhend Oer the plain, 
To one great effort more to fire funk Gaul, 

Decp in the rere, high o'er the rolling flood, 
Embrown'd with ſhades a tow'ring thicket ſtood ; 
Firm as huge Atlas here he takes his ſtand, 

Hither he calls each chief, each routed band, 
Here in an inſtant rang'd beneath the ſhade, 
Around him countleſs ſquadrons ſtand difplay'd : 


Ol ye vile ſlaves, ye ſhameleſs ſons of Gaul! 

What frights, what fears, baſe fears have ſeiz'd on all ? 
Dare ye not riſe to fave your tott'ring fame, * 
Dare ye not die to ſcape eternal ſhame ? 

Fly, if ye liſt, Tu ſtand this glorious ground, 
Till heaven, or carth, or hell, ſhall all confound. 
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Scarce had he fpoke when, like a whelming crowd 
Of pouring waters burſting from a cloud, 
Which from the heav'ns at one dread daſh ruſh down, 
Inftant they ſtorm like fury of the foe, 
Burſt on Gauls front in many a pond'rous blow, 
Pierc'd in an inſtant thro? their firm array, 
And hurPd them o'er the field difpers'd away; 
The great Vaudreuil his laſt vain hope o erthrown, 
Still nobly ſtands, unconſcious of each fear, 
*Gainit all the burſt and hurry of the war, 
Still his brave ſoul, with thirſt of glory fraught, 
And how he'd greatly die, his only thought; 
Firſt two fell piſtols, deeply charg'd with woe, 
He launch'd in thund'ring fury on the foe, 
Each ſwift difgorging two dire globes of lead, 
Inſtant took place, and ſtruck two Albions dead ; 
Then nobly fwelfd with all 2 conqu'ror's pride, 
He ſnatch'd two faulchions from the vanquiih'd's fide, 
And grimly ruſhing mid the hoſtile throng, 
Bore in his rage unnumber'd crowds along; 
Firſt by his wrath the dauntleſs Howard fell, 
Next Scott, Wade, Weymor, Weſt, and brave La- 
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And twice ten others of Britannia's band, 
All flain or wounded funk beneath his hand, 
Preſcot, a warrior, dauntleſs, bold and brave, 
He plung'd a murd'rous bay'net in his fide, 

Up thro? his lungs it drives with whirling force, 
Till the broad tube reſtrains its deſp'rate courſe, 
And out the wound ſwift flows a tide of gore, 
Him fadly groaning from the dreadful fray, 
The conqu ring troops triumphant bore away, 
Down from his fide black falls the clotted gore, 
And ſtains with horror all the ſanguine ſhore ; 
Yet, O brave chief, tho now the Pow'rs Divine 
Hare giv'n thy foes dread force to rife oer thine, 
Let not thy God-like ſpirit heave a figh, 

For lo! kind death, thy great delivrer's, nigh, 

To realms as free, as noble as thy ſoul ; 
Trembling meanwhile cruſh'd Gallia's fcati'ring might 
To rds the fcar'd town ſwiſt urg'd their deſp'rate 
The conqu'ring troops pour on in dire alarms, - 
Wide or the plain the doubling clamours flow, 
And all St. Laurence echoing roars below, 


Whelm'd 
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Wbelm'd in pale fear Quebec beholds from far, 
Tow'rds her proud ramparts roll the pouring war, 


Frantic her fons to ſcreen the hoſt's retreat, 
Inſtant unbar, fling wide each op'ning gate, 
Fierce on the foe they fend vaſt ſhow'rs of ball, 
Swift by the bright ning proſpects urg d along, 
All trembling pale, they pant, they preſs, they ſtrain, 
Grim death to ſhun the ſhelt'ring walls to gain, 
While, like a madd'ning tempeſt on the rere, 

The pouring foe ſwiſt hurPd the ſtorm of war, 
Meanwhile Satagus, o'er the raitling plam, 
Burn'd with fierce vengeance for his gen'ral lain, 
Still for Verdonx his gath'ring fury ſought, 

Far in his hand a glittring tube he bore, 

A ſpear its crown, its gorge of fiery ſtore, | 
A threat'aing axe adorns bis better fide, 
While on his left that dreadſul blade appears, 

So fam' d ſor ſcalping deeds in Indian wars; 

Taus arm d, equip'd, o'er all the war-wrapt plain, 
Long for the baſe Verdonx he fought in vain, 
Rolling on ev'ry fide kis ſanguine eyes, 


Then with proud ſteps returning o'er the plain, 
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At length the firft, in all their vile retreat, 

Plras d at the fight thro” all the pouring throng, 
Come, come, he cries, thou moſt infernal ſlave, 
To rend that God-like heart that ſpar d thy life ? 
But curs d ingratitude, by Heav'n outcaſt, 

Thus with its juſt rewards ſhall meet at aſt; 
Swift as a faulcon ſhooting from above, 

Darts with keen talons on a thoughtleſs dove, 
Then with keen axe high brandiſh'd thro” the ſkies, 
Cleaves a broad paſſage for life's purple tide, 
Whelm'd in wild horror pale the daſtard ſtands, 
He ſcreams, he ſhrieks, he ſpreads his ſuppliant hands, 
Straight with loud yells he tumbles on the plain, 
And baſely howling mingles with the flain. 
Awhile the viftor, grim with hideous joy, 


But crowds of Gauls behind terrific ſtand, 
And bar his paſſage to the conqu'ring band, 


W 
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He, undiſmay'd, with fierce tempeſtuous brow, 
Moves fearleſs on thro” all the numyrous foe, 
Dreadful he wheels his ſlauglit' ring ſword around, 
And fells whole groaning ſquadrons to the ground, 
And opes a paſſage to his thund'ring courſe ; 

At length quite diſentangled from the throng, 
That check'd his progreſs to bis friends fo long, 
Forward he ſtrides juſt feeming to rejoin, 

And plunge once more into Britannia's line, 


Straight into nought are all his features hurt d, 
There, O Satagus, all thy deeds are paſs'd, 

Still ſhall thy great example live to prove, 
That fouls untaught may boaſt a grateful love, 
Where baneful arts nc'er ting'd the facred blaze. 
Now with fierce roar o'er heaps of proſtrate Gauls 


Some whelm'd in death beneath their rage fink down, 
Some preſs tumultuous to the ſhelt'ring town, + 
And at the conqu'rors feet imploring fall; 
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Theſe in glad pomp away the victors bore, 
Captives deſign d to grace Britannia's ſhore 
Scarce thus had Britain ſeen all Gaul retire, 
When for till mightier projects all take fire, 


Nobly they burn to ſcale the tow'ring wall, 


And in her laſt retreat to charge proud Gaul, 
Straight to the work the headlong army flies, 
Oer foſſe, walls, tow'rs, they ſeem in act to riſe, 
When lo! ſwift borne on fortune's varying wind, 


And from its boſom, with tempeſtuous ire, 


Threats on the rere to whirl vaſt ſtorms of fire, 


To ken the motions which the foe then made, 
The watchful eye of Gallia to miſlead, 
In all the dreadful glare and pomp of war; 

But when great Townſhend calls his troops to form, 
When round he wheels them to oppoſe the ſtorm, 
Struck at the terror of their dread array, | 
Before their rage the trembling Gauls give way, 
Swift as before they'd ruſſid to meet the fight, 
They now more ſwift to 'ſcape it urge their flight; 
When thus the leader of the conqu' ring train, 
Had ſwept all oppoſition off the plain, 
Quitting the hoſt he yields to boding grief, 
And penſfive moves to ſeek his wounded chief; 


But 
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ut when, alas! he reach'd the mournful ground, 

 Stretch'd on the earth him breathleſs pale he found, 
Juſt then grim death had ſnatch'd his foul away, 


And left his body a dull load of clay, 

Long in a ſenſeleſs ſtate he'd darkly lain, 

Death each ſad moment ſeeming ſtill at ſtrife, 

To quench the laſt poor embers of his life, 

At length, by the kind cares of his kind band, 
Calbd back to light from night's all gloomy land, 
Feebly once more he op'd his dying eyes, 

And gaz d, tho? dimly, on the long-loſt ſkies; 
Straight to his foul, his God-like foul, once more 
Roſe his fond anxious fears for Albion's Gore, 
Straight o'er the field he ſtrains to fend his ſight, 
To view the chance, the fortune of the fight, 
But death betwixt his baleful curtain drew, 
Hard fate forbids, forbids, my friends, he cries, 
To give cer more the combat to theſe eyes; 
Haſte then, brave fouls, haſte, breathe to this fad ear, 
How moves the varying fortune of the war, 
Could I but fee ſucceſs my army crown, 

O with what joy, vain life, Fd lay thee down ! 

| Scarce had he ſpoke when, lo! a glad@ning found 
Of vid'ry, vict ry echoing rings around, 

Ai! cry, all ſhout, proud Gaul now flies o'erthrown, 
And leaves the field, the glory all our own ! 


\ 


Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd at the found a tranſient ray of joy 
Gleam'd forth, and gliſten'd o'er Wolfe's dying eye, 


Britain, thou'rt ſafe, and I with ov meet death, 


And the fame breath thut gave theſe accents way, 
Then launch'd his ſpirit tor the realms of day; 
Inſtant the frantic joys of all around, 

Daſſod from their height lie levelFd with the ground, 
Inſtart their thund'ring ſhouts, their pladWCuing eries, 


Are chang d to difmal groans, to tears and fighs ; 


Now thro” the woes of all the mournful throng, 
Touch'd with like woes great Townſhend moves along» 
Slow o'er the mighty corſe with deep-fetch'd ſigh, 
Bending he rc:'s a melancholy eye, 

Then from the fulncſs of his manly grief, 
Thus breathes this juſt eulogium of the chief, 
Art thou there laid ! O moſt malignant fate 
Thou prop, thou boaſt, thou glory of our ſtate ! 
No age, no time, no future world ſhall fee 

A chief in worth, in fame, to vie with thee; 
When thy great breaſt eber felt a martial flame, 
"Twas not vain glory urg'd thee on to fame, 
"Twas patriot love that bid thy ſoul aſpire, 


And fil”d thy boſom with her ſpotleis fire, 


Still for thy country's cauſe, unblam'd, you fought, 

And with thy facred life her peace you've bouglit, 

Then in tliy peerleſs conduct to thy heſt, 

What truth, what wondrous ſweetneſs could'ſtd thou 
doaſt! 


How 
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How thou wouldſt liſt to all they wiſt'd to ſay, 
Nedreſs all their wrongs, and ſooth their griefs away, 
Smile with enchanting grace an all around, 
And nCer with fcoraful pride the meek confound ; 
But, O what voice, what tongue ſhall now declare, 
The glorious actions of thy ſoul in war, | 
How like Mars” felf on war's all-gloomy frown, 
Fearlefs thoud'ft ruſh and bear whole armies down, 
And yet mid all the horrors of the fray, 
Ruled with ſuch ſteady care the dreadful day. 
Tes thou wert brave, alas! too brave thou wert, 
Too noble a fpirit urg'd thy dauntleſs heart, | 
Thou, when thy country's danger clain''d the ſtrife, 
Too careleſs wert of thy moſt preciovs life, 
"Twas thy ſole wiſh to fave thy native ſore, 
Feav'n crowns this wiſh, but thou muſt be no more. 
Sighing he ſpoke, then join'd his mournful throng, 
And o'er the plain deep muſing paſs'd along, 
Now the pale corſe along the mournful ſhore, 
But ſtill around, where late he breathleſs lay, 
Where pierc'd with wounds he breatl'd his ſoul away, 
Unnumber'd crowds in d-cp d' jection ftand, 
A pale deſponding melancholy band; 
Hail, hallow'd ſpot, great Wolfe's all glorious name, 
Now lifts thee upward to eterral fame, 
While frown the rocks around thy facred hill, 
Still ſhalt thou be rever'd, be honour'd till, 
Aa Thither 
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Thither when years on years have rolF'd away, 
When towns ſhall moulder, and when ſtates decay, 
Whole crowds ſhall daily, led by grief, repair, 

To pay their tribute of juſt ſorrow there; 

There as they ſaunter round the fatal ground, 
How ſhall thy deeds, O Wolfe, be breath'd around, 
How for thy country's cauſe thou gav'it thy breath, 
And how ſerenely calm thou ſmiPdſt on death; 
When ſtrangers wand'ring from Europa's ſhore, 
Have curious paſs'd the Atlantic ocean o'er, 
Hither enamour'd of fair virtue's friend, 

All mournful fad their penũve ſteps they'!] bend, 
Mufing they'll ſtand where once the hero ſtood, 
They'll kiſs the ſpot where flow'd his facred b'ood, 
Then cry—-O fate! how baleful is thy frown, 
Why was ſuch virtue in ker bloom cut down ? 
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W HEN with bright jo great Wolfe's afpiring 
On tow'ring wing, had burſt her earthly goat, 
Light fluttring ſwift ſhe ſkims her airy way, 
Up to the regions of eternal day, 
Wing'd and obſequious to his high command, 
Around God's throne unnumber'd ſeraphs ſtand, 
Whoſe province tis departed ſouls to bring 
Into the preſence of their awful King, 
Janſey, a ſpirit of this flecting kind, 
Swift as the pinions of the ſtormy wind, 
Flies, meets great Wolfe, him ſtraight o'er Heav'n's 

high road, SES! 
Guides to the dread tribunal of his God, 
"Twelve heav'n-prop'd mountains, that like fapphire 

ſhone, 
Creation's ruler makes his glorious throne, 
Bright o'er his front an all o'er-dazzling blaze, 
Like ſeas of burning light inceſſant plays, 
While dark behind huge mounts of clouds lie ſpread, 
And ceafeleſs thunders mutter round his head, 
| Snatch'd from the dimneſs of our earthly night, 
Into ſuch glorious deluges of light; 

Aa 2 | Awhile 
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Awhile confounded by the ſplendid blaze, 
Wolfe's mighty ſpirit ſwoons in dull amaze, 
When lo! a voice, that ſhook the heav'ns all round, 
Thus mildly terrible was heard to ſound :— 
Say, O frail man, what plea thou bring'ſt, ſwift ſay, 
The wrath of Heav'n's rous'd juſtice to allay ? 
Say, what good deed, what pure intent of thine, 
Can claim the benefits of love divine, 
Why thou ſhould'fſt here in endleſs raptures glow, 
Rather than groan in mifery below ? 
That inſtant mild-cy'd conſciouſneſs of right 
Brought its kind ſuccour to Wolfe's fainting might, 
And calm he cries, while o'er his viſage ſhine, 
Comfort's all cheering rays and hope divine; 
O great Creator, Father, Judge ſupreme, 
Few are the merits that my life can claim, 
Few, few the hopes that bid me ſue for heav'n, 
Save what by thy vaſt mercy has been giv'n, 
While in yon earthly goal this foul was pent, 
Thou know'iſt how righteous ſtill was my intent, 
Far as the weakneſs of frail man could do; 
Then O do thou my juſt intent approve, 
O take me, take me to thy tender love; 
What tho' too oft my frailty's gone aſtray, 
Sure thy Son's blood can waſh theſe faults away. 
Come then, my ſon, great nature's God replies, 
Come taſte the boundleſs tranſports of the ſkies, 
— While 
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While thou wert mingled with the ſons of duſt, 
We know thou didſt as thou didft think moſt juſt, 
And tho' far diff rent deems man's darken'd mind, 
This is all heav'n cer ſeeks from frail mankind. 
The Godhead ceas'd, and ftraight in fongs of praiſe, 
All to their voices join their lyre's ſweet notes, 
While ofer the ethereal realms the muſic floats: 
Thus did they fing, O holy ſpirit, riſe, 

Thou bright, thou pure deſcendant of the ſkies, 

| Rife from thy endlefs feas of care below, 

Io taſte the raptures that theſe realms beſtow, 
Thou ſweetly, whilſt life's low'ry maze you trode, 
With ev'ry virtue cheer'dit the darkſome road, 
Pure were thy deeds, mild temp*rance ſway d thy force, 
Juſt were thy actions, blameleſs was thy courſe, 
Come taſte the bleſſings of eternal love, 

While we thy heav'nly choir in muſic join, 

To ſwell the tranſports of thy bliſs divine; 

And thou, O great Creator, lov'd of heav'n, 

By whom our endleſs joy, our being's giv'n, 
Breathe empire, honour, glory, praiſe be thine ! 
Nor deem, bleſs d image of thy Father's worth, 
Thou mild Redeemer of the ſons of earth, 
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That we to heav'nly grace ungrate ful prove, 
Or ceafe the chaunting of thy matchleſs love, 
Love which, with ſmiles ineffably ſerene, 
Forſook Heav'n's glories for the ſons of men, 
| Love, which ſoft ſmiling from its bliſsful height, 

Now guides this hero to the realms of light. 

But mid this gen'ral burſt of ſacred joy, 

Wolfe in deep thoughtful glooms ſtill rolls his eye, 
Still his fond heart, tho' warm with life no more, | 
All-fondly flutters round his native ſhore, 

Much, much he dreads, opprefs'd with anxious fear, 
Heav'n's high omniſcience faw, and ſtraight a ſound, 
Loud as loud thunders bore theſe accents round ;— 
Soon, righteous ſpirit, fince I ſee thy thought 

Thus ſtill with earthly cares and doubts is fraught, 
Zoon ſhall my hand, before thy boundleſs gaze, 

Ope wide the annuals of ſucceeding days, 

That thaw may'it there behold with joyful eyes, 
To what a height thy country's ſame fhall riſe. 
Thus, while the great Creator awful faid, 

And boundleſs glories beaur'd around his head, 
Bright from the midſt of all the dazzling blaze, 
Streams ſorth a trail of pure ethereal rays, 

Tueſe oer Wolfe's eyes in lambent currents play, 
And waſh cach mitt, each earthly film away, 
Then, to o'erwhelm him with unmatch'd delight, 
What countleſs numbers burſt upon his ſi ht, 


Al 
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All fate's dark ſchemes in one vaſt proſpect riie, 
And all ſuturity ſwiſt ſtrikes his eyes, 
Then firſt reſiſtleſs from the awful ſky, 
His dear Britannia drew his longing eye, 
Around whoſe ſhore high o'er the rolling tide, 
With fierce, terrific, huge, enormous pride, 
Two pouring fleets thick farming adverſe ſweep, 
And low'ring darken all the whirling deep, 
One arm'd with myriads from fierce Gallia's hoſt, 
Hangs threat' ning furious o'er Britannia's coaſt, 
White one fpread wide amid the wat'ry roar, 
Led by great Hawke, protect her ſacred ſhore, 
He then the firſt, with huge c'crwhelming ire, 
Bolds nobly on inrolVd in clouds of fire, 
Black from his fide loud peals cf thunder roar, 
That rend the deeps, that tear the echoing ſhove, 
That ring the heav'ns with fierce rebellowing found, 
And breathe wild flames and dire deſtruction round ; 
Struck at the horrors of the dreadful fight, 
Before his thunders flies the Gallic might, 
Hawke like a tempeit ſcouring o'er the main, 
Dreadful purſues them o'er the wat'ry plain, 
Some bow their flags to ſcape the whelming ſtroke, 
Some plunge bencath, ſome roar to clouds of fmoke, 
Some on riit rocks for baleful ſafety run, 
And fly to death, more furious Hawke to ſhun, 
While Britain's flag triumphant awes the. main, 
And eyes the terrors of the daſtard train; 
WES. Thus, 
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Preferv'd from ruin's gulf thy native land, 
To the grand ſummit of eternal fame. 
Straight to far weſtern climes his fight he bends, 
To fee what fortune there his arms attends, 
| There he beholds all-godlike Amherſt's blade, 
Wide cer the land in conqu'ring pomp diſplay d, 
Feneath its glare ſees France in ruin hurPd, 
And tumbled headlong from the weſtern world ; 
Bright o'er the realms ſubdu'd in glorious war, 
Britannia's flag triumphant ſtreams afar, 
Beneath the terrors of its dreadful blaze, 
Soon all the nations bow in dumb amaze, 
From where round Florida old ocean flows, 
To where the northern pole is wrapt in ſnows : 
Far to the fouth great Rodney next appears, 
Swelling the glories of Britannia's wars, 
Rodney foredoom'd to keep the Gauls at bay, 
And riſe the Hawke of ſome ſucceeding day, 
Rais'd from the wounds, ſo late receiv'd in fight, 
Tin from the torrid world is chas' d proud Gaul; 
Then did bright joy, O Wolfe, thy ſoul clate, 
To fee the ſummit of thy hopes complete, 
When, ſwift returning to Europa's ſhore, 
Again you view'd her mighty empires o'er, 


There 
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There he fees ſtruggle thro war's dire debate 


A Godlike youth, o'er all ſupremely great, 
Britain is ſunk, diſgrace attends each field, 
Scar d are her armies, and juſt ſeem'd to yield, 
When lo! the youth, with patriot love on fire, 
Nobly ſteps forth and dares the hoſtile ire, 
Cheers his ſtunn'd troops, ſoon hurls their foes in 
flight, | 
And proves Britannia's in a Granby's might, 
Straight at Britannia's throne, with mournful brow, 
Bourbon's ſunk pride is humbly ſeen to bow, 
Suppliant ſhe ſeeks her vengeance to aſſuage, 
And begs ſuſpenſion from war's dreadful rage z 
Britain ſtill rous'd at ev'ry found of woe, 


Looks down with pity on the vanquiſſid foe, 


thats kid the cnc anti of for then 
Een ere the peace ſhe'd granted was complete, 
They'd laid new projects to Oerturn her ſtate, 
Soon o'er the weſtern world Wolfe's wond'ring eyes, 
Rous'd by her voice all ruſh in wild uproar, 

To pierce that breaft that bled for them before, 
Straight falſe Batavia, France, and haughty Spain, 
Back the proud efforts of the impious train, 


And 


L 274 J | 

And rous'd by them to ſwell the dire alarms, 
Soon all the world *gainſt Britain ſeems in arms, 
As when fierce winds in mad Tornadoe's roar, 

*Round ſome low iſland's wave-encrreled ſhore, 

In wat'ry mountains, huge from ev'ry fide, 
Pours o'er its plains the all-o'erwhelming tide, 
Loud roar the winds, trees, domes, whole towns they 
Hoarſe thunders bellow, and dread light'nings glare, 
Whelm d in the winds, the waves, the thunders rage, 
The iſle ſeems blotted from creation's page; 
Thus did the huge unnumber'd ſtorms of war, 
Pour'd in ſuch pomp of kcrror from afar, 
With dire combuſtion wrap all Albion round, 
And in wide ruin all her ſplendor's drown'd, 
Till at their fierce aſſault her ofertoiFd might, 
Appear'd juit finking from its glorious height, 
Wen lo! the prop, the guardian of the ſtate, 
Creat Rodney, riſes to oppoſe dark fate, 
To riſque her glories from the ſhades of night, 
And bid them blaze with more refulgent light, 
Soen in tall ſhips ſwift darting o'er the main, 

He hurls dire ruin on the pow'rs of Spain ; 
Then to the welt on Conqueſt's wing he flies, 
And waves his flag thro' Cancer's ſultry ſkies, 
There on Batavia firſt the ſtorm deſcends, 
| Next on proud Gaul his conqu'ring wrath he bends, 


! 

As mighty a fleet as e'er old ocean ſaw, 
Roll &'er his deeps, or give his empire law, 
In one dread day he with ſuch rage o'erturns, 
That fcarce a veſtige on the wat' ry plains, 
Then o'er the proſtrate deep with wide controul, 
Britannia's ſtandards flame from pole to pole, 
Where'er great Rodney bears his thunders round, 
In meck ſubjection rolls the vaſt profound, 
All is anon in filent horror pread, 
And not a trembling foe daces rear his Lead, 
Gaul, at the terror of his dreadtvl name, 
Shrinks into port to hide her daſtard thame, 
Lields the vait empire of the wat'ry ſpace, 
And ftoops to grant an univerſal peace. 
Then, O thou pure, thou great, thou Godlike chief, 
Rodney, kind healer of thy country's grief, 
Shall not thy boyndlefs glories hear our praiſe, 
Give to their matchlefs fame a length of days? 
Yes, thy immortal deeds thro” time ſhall ſtand, 

:eds which from ruin's gulf preferv'd thy land, 
Straight, Wolfe, thy boſom heav'd with fond delight, 
Once more when Pritain ſmiling roſe to ſight, 
For tw? the wars, that late her fons had bornz:, 
| Some diſtant members from her realms had torn, 
Ne'er ſhall this loſs o'ercloud her radiant name, 
Lut aul the progreſs of her riſing fame 3 
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She, in herſelf collected, ſhall unite 
To one huge focus all her gath'ring might, 
Thence pouring dreadful on proud Gallia's ſhore, 
Take a vaſt vengeance for the wrongs ſhe bore ; 
Now on bright London's ſpires he turns his eyes, 
There he beholds ſtrange varying ſcenes ariſe, 
There the great monarch, whom he ſerv'd fo long, 
Dark fate had mingled with dearh's gloomy throng, 
While his good grandſon, on bleſt Albion's throne, 
Clad in unrivalld rays of virtue ſhone, 
Then firſt with wonder, Wolfe, didſt thou deſery 
A father's mildneſs in a ſov'reign's eye, 
All that earth's bards of patriot monarchs ſing, 
Appears now realiz'd in Albion's king, | 
Speak him indeed the father of his land, 
Buſy he ſhines with ever care-fraught breaſt, 
Raiſing ſunk merit, curbing lawleſs might, 
Wiping pale forrow from affliction's eye, 
And pouring on the poor bright tides of joy. 
Chas'd by his lenient ſpirit from the ſhore, _ 
As children he his ſubjects would reprove, 
But griev'd to tear them from his teuder love, 


Nor 
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Nor with lefs ſplendid rays his matchleſs worth, 
In arts of government amaze the earth, 
Still does his fond, his kind paternal care, 
Watch o'er the ſafety of the land in war, 
Till all his realms ſecurely may repoſe; 
Still as he gaz'd, ſtill grew his fond delight; 
Then thus the Godhead—Well thou'ſt view'd the 
worth | 
Of this bright virtuous paragon of earth, 
Turn and thou ſhalt, with equal joy, ſurvey 
He look'd, tee it fads 
Lo! the great monarch his fad bulk extends 
r 
bun 
Wild are his looks, his brain's in madnefs hurPd, 
Dim'd is that reaſon which once lum 'd the world, 
Juſt o'er his head grim death is feen to Rand, 
And for the laſt dread blow to rear his hand, 


Then over the realm his griei-ting'd fight he throws, 


And lo! tis all one 


zoundlefs ſcene of woes; 


E'en as all ranks their worldiy taſks purſue, 
Still, O great king, each thought is bent on you, 
How do they lean your varying ſtate to hear, 


How on each change ſtill bangs their doubt, their 
fear, 


dy | Clouds 


| 
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Clouds of ſuſpenſe involve the realm all oer, 
At length reliev'd from wild diſtracting pain, 
Lo! the good monarch roſe to health again, 
few 
Joy ſwells all hearts, and lightens in all eyes, 
Far, far behind each worldly care they fling, 
And dream of nought but gladneſs and their king: 
Sucb's the reward to virtuous monarcl giv'n, 
And fuch th? attention they ſtill win from heax'n. 
Jehovah then—Thus far Pve giv'n to you, 
The dark unfathom'd ſchemes of fate to view, 
That thus your terrors for your native ſhore, . 
Seeing her future glories might be o'er, 
No foul that &er in mortal ſhac cs lay, 
Has e'er been favour'd as thou art to-day, 
2 e eee 
Here ce thee found, with benen Ns 
fraught, 
WW Wannen 
Sudden around, in ſweet aſcending notes, 
A gatb' ring tide of facred muſic floats, 
Wick ning it ſwells on zther's warbling wing: 
And all the heav'ns with mild refpondence ring; 
Wolfe, while with heavnly joy he caught the found, 
Serargnt on all ſides he cafts his eyes around, 


Far 
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Far on bright glory's left his eyes behold, 
High on exalted thranes of ſhining gold, 
Of earth's dead bards a long majeſtic train, 

Wich awful aſpect and exalted mien. 
_ Inflaming rubies, dazzling topaz ſhone, 

Soft from each hand a fweet reſounding lyre, 
While o'er each brow in ſhades etherial play, 
Here the immortal Homer holds his feat, 
Rais'd in his hand that all encham ing lyre, 
That rous' d to matchleſs deeds thro* patriot fire, 
Here the pure Mantuan bard, whoſe milder worth 
Soothed into gentler virtues all the earth, 
Comfort fair freedom in her galling chains. 
Next a bright train of heavenly poets blaze, 
Taſſo, who mounting thro” the bleſt abode, 

Firſt ſang the glories of high heaven's true God: 
Milton, whoſe bright, whoſe all unfolding line, 
Opes the vaſt ſecrets of the realms divine: 
Pope and exalted Thomſon crown the choir. 
Here, as the fun with clear refulgent blaze, 
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Shines o er the glories of the circling train, 
Glorious aloft he ſmiles o'er all around, 
And breathes ftilt ſweeter harmony of ſound, 
Wide as the warblings of his heavenly lyre, 
Sings the vaſt praiſe of heaven's immortal Sire, 
Myriads of liſtening angels rang'd around, 
The heavns, the ſtars, all ſeem in rapture drown'd, 
And prefs'd fill clofer to his bleſt abode, 

And find him rife ſtill nearer to their hearts, 

The wondering joys that Wolfe then fluſh'd their eyes, 
Then with a facred ſmile his nps effay'd, 1 5 
To ſpeak the wonders of the mighty ſhade. 
Doft thou not know, once reſident of earth, 
That king, that glory of all tuneſul worth, 
There ſhines great Pope, whoſe all enlivening hand 
FilPd with enchanting harmony thy land. 
Learn hence late tenant of earth's darken'd coaſt, 
Of all external charms how vain's the boaſt, © 
He, while he buſtled mid earth's mortal fwarm, 
Could boaſt no beauteous excellence of form, 
Light empty ſhade, the glitter of a day, 

Which for a moment ſhines, then flits away; 
Yet ſee him now exalted to our ſkies, 
Where no frail eminence of form can riſe, 


Uulets 


And deign to enter here beneath her ſhade, 
But tho?” not great of body, his pure mind 
Was large, capacious, gen'rous, unconfin'd, 


Pour'd round the globe that truth fo nobly bright, 
That heav'n's high will, and all that is, is right, 
"Twas his foft warbling tongue with gentle ſway 
Firſt taught to heav'ns high love the real way, 
Taught to mankind that art io iweetiy true, 

'Fo pleaſe themſelves, and pleaſe their Maker too, 
To guide their joys thro' piety's fair road, | 
And up the paths sf pleaſure walk to God. 

Know all the facred bards that now thy eyes, 

| Behold around in ſplendid order riſe, 
Were once the minſtrels of the world's frail ſtage, 
And breath'd round earth's wide realms their tuneful 


rage; 


Though now ner ltous Cade he rangd above 
Baſk in the radiance of my endleſs love, 
For while, with heav'nly harmony of ſound, 
They charm'd the ear of all the world around, 
Still of their Maker's boundleſs love they ſung, 
Of truth, of piety, their numbers rung; 
This to reward I rear'd them to this place, 
To baſk in ſunſhine of eternal peace, 
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And fing the glories of my endleſs reign, 
But ſoon ſhall wondrous ſcenes to thee diſcloſe 
The diff'rent fortune of their critic foes, 
What direful peſts hang round their laft fad ftate, 


To ſcourge the fury of their envious hate. 
He look'd, and lo! beneath the warbling train, 
Extends with gliſt ning ſtretch a cryſtal plain, 
Whoſe broad wide opening glaſs is ſeen to ſhew 
The huge expanſion of the void below; 
Around whoſe ſhore a huge unnumber'd croud, 
Fierce, vengeful, dark, keen, turbulent and proud, 
Grim as the terrors of a gathering ſtorm, 
High ofer their brows dark clouds of Envy riſe, 
Black with envenom'd rage roll round their eyes, 


ä ſubjet "TOE 
Now at the mandate of high heav'n's dread Sire, 
She to a penal dungeon turns this ſhore, | 
And puniſhes the crimes the nurs d before; 


Fierce 
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Fierce in each critic's hand huge ſerpents riſe, 
And ſtrange to tell, with many a fearful ery, 
Pour'd from their brain loud ſcreaming vultures fly, 
Theſe with keen fury they eſſay to throw, 
Whoſe lovely ſhade for ever flits in view, 
To fwell the torments of the impious crew; 
Een the fell vultures, miniſters of pain, 
Dart back and riot in their maſter's brain, | 
Yet ſtill far mightier torments round ſhe throws, 
Far mightier anguiſh ſwell their hideous woes, 
Up to the heav'ns ſhe turns each viſual ball, 
Een on the glories of the bards they hate, 
As thro? the cryſtal heavens their rolling eyes, 
Up to the ſplendors of their foes ariſe, 
Oh! what keen pangs, their burning ſouls now gore, 
Oh! how they gnaſh their teeth, foam, ſtart and roar; 
And as they loathing feek to turn away, 
Envy, with galling laſh, conſtrains their ſtay, 
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To louder tempeſts ſwells their mental ſtorm, 
Then do they with, with many a tear of woe, 
That Envy ne'er had mark'd him for their foe, - 
Thoſe heavenly charms which ſecretly they lov'd, 
That they, like Wiſdom's ſons, from his pure rays 
Had drawn the fweets and comforts of their days; 
Then the Eternal Goodneſs gently cries ;— 
Behold how theſe joſt genwuies of earth, 
Tho' lum'd with many a ray of mental worth, 
When by her dark ning hand in error hurtd, 
My righteous Juſtice puniſhes ſuch crimes ; 
Left thy eyes wonder at the ſcenes they fee, 
Pour'd their truth-drowning torrents o'er the land, 
Who rend with picileſs fangs their tortur'd brain, 
Were the foul monſters which they teem'd from thence, 
To tear the finews of all common ſenſe, 
All are thus chang'd by my transforming will, 
To make their puniſhment more righteous ſtill ; 


Go 
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Go then, my mild, my pure, tho? earthly fon, 

Now all thy buſineſs with thy God is done, 

Go to the verge of this our awful ſky, 

To meet the tenor of thy endleſs joy, 

There as on earth you *glow'd for pure renown, | 

For know that ev'ry clafs of thy dear race, 

Who ſeek thro? Virtue's paths for endleſs peace, 

Find, when to Heaven they fly from earthly woe, 

A blifs with ſemblance to their deeds below, 

| They, who for tender piety and pray, 

Scorn all the mean purſuits of earthly care, 

Still pleas d may worſhip in this bleſt abode, 

And dwell ftill neareſt to their much-lov'd God; 

Thoſe who, with foft benevolence of mind, 

And joy to make their felow-creatures bleſt; 

Nor lefs thy earthly miniſters of ſtate, 

Who ſteer by Virtue's ſtar a nation's fate, 

Here find a blifs congenial to their ſoul, 

And o'er fond hierarchies exert controul ; 

But the good leader of a virtuous band, 

Who ſmiling falls to fave his native land, 

Here in the front of all my hoſts divine, 

At heaven's bright gates is endleſs doom'd to ſhine, 

Jo ſeare the rebel fiends to him *tis giv'n, 

And find ſweet tranſport from protecting Heav'n, 
Nor 
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Nor think, as erring zeal would teach thy race, 
Heav'n to ſome favourite ſects confines her grace, 
irtue, tis only thy all- righteous lot, | 
And when or where thou grow'ſt it matters not, 
Whether in Mecca, or bleſt Sion's wall, 

For heaven's unbounded love ſtill hangs o'er all. 
Then the great ſhade forſook the throne of God, 
And ilew triumphant o'er the bleſt abode, 

Oer ſtarry paths, oor ylnins of hexventy Sawera, 
O'er ſapphire mounts, o'er high celeſtial towers, 
Oer boundicis empires, throng'd with ſons of light, 
At length arriv'd at Heaven's exalted gate, 
Before the Sacred Hoſt he lights in ſtate, 

To mar the efforts of th' infernal foe, 

Left he to foul attempts, by frenzy driv'n, 

Might ſeek once more to gain the throne of keav'n; 
Here as all blaze the bright'ning hero ſtands, 

To widening glories all his front expands, 

High o'er his limbs, by pow'r celeſtial thrown, 

A flaming ſuit of heavenly armour ſhone, 
High and more nobly grand his aſpect roſe, 

Till o'er the circling crowds his ſtature grows, 
Thus for the glorious deeds thou didſt below, 

Thou thro? all vaſt eternity ſhalt glow, 

There as on earth Gaul ſhook eels be. tes 
Thy name a terror to all hell ſhall be, 


There 
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There gan al joys bloom round thy facred head, 
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To various taſks all take their eager way, 

Taſks that feem needful to complete the day; 

To ſcenes of reſt conduct the captive train, 

Some the pale wounded bear from off the ſhore, 
— 

To give the num'rous dead one grave profound. | 

But lo! while they their pious toil purſue, 

A mournful object caught their ſtartled view, 

Tamina ruſhing o'er th* enſanguin'd plain, 

Calls for her lord, her dear loſt lord, in vain, 

Swept by the tempeſt of her gricf along, 

Willy ſhe hurries mid the victor throng :— 

Where, where's Satagus, where's my love, ſhe cries, 

While here, while there, ſhe rolls her piercing eyes, 

But when, dread fight ! extended on the ground, 

His headleſs trunk all breathleſs pale ſhe found, 

Straight with cold horrors froze her curdling blood, 

Long time a ſpeechleſs monument ſhe ſtood ; 

Then to the pitying heav*ns her frantic eyes, 

Ting'd with wild grief, ſhe throws, and thus ſhe 
cries :;— 


Was't, 


191 


Was't, was't for this, O moſt malignant fate! 

Such boundleſs joy thou gav'ſt this ſoul fo late, 

Was't but to make theſe horrors ſtill the more, 
Thou didſt but yeſterday my love reſtore ? 

Yet though, my lord, thou art for ever flown, 


Think not Tamina here will weep alone; 
No, thou bleſt viſion of my laſt dear night, 
Thy voice inſtructs me to attend his flight, 
Soon to thy breaſt once more PI joyful ſpring, 

| Soon, for &en now, I view thee from above, 
She ſpoke, the frenzy of her hand ſwift found 
A blood-ſtain'd ſword, that reeking preſs'd the ground, 
Dreadful ſhe gave the laſt, the fatal blow. 

She falls, her ſoul ſtraight flics to upper air, 

And joys to find her lov'd Satagus there. 
Now God-lize Townſhend, bent on high renown, 
Nobly refolves t inveſt the tott'ring town, 

Firſt by keen toil, by all o'er conqu'ring (kill, 
High up the ſicepy tow'rings of the hill, 

A fmooth and ample road he taught to wind, 
Where war's dire engines a fafe courſe might find, 
Soon up this lofty path, with labour great, 
All war's fell implements are wheel'd in ſtate, 
Mortars moſt huge with gaping throats wide ſpread, 
Fierce yawning cannon, and vaſt piles of lead, 
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Mountains of pond' rous thells high charg'd with woe, 
Ard ſeas of nitrous grain to blaſt the foe, 
Next on the crown of Abram's cloud-capt height, 
Tow'ring he ſpreads his wid'ning camp to fight, 
White as the foam that wraps old ocean round, 
So white, fo vaſt with glitt'ring aſpect ſpread, 
Britannia's tents o'erſhade high Abram's head, 
To guard the camp and hem the city round, 
Straight he prepares to raiſe a threatning mound, 
On ev'ry fide to work his ſquadrons fall, 
And eager ſtrain to pile the circling wall, 
From flank to flank a wid'ning ſoſſe they ſpread, 
To guard from foul ſurprize their length ning head, 
And heave enormous thro” the op'ning ſkies, 
When rous'd to envy at their rapid courſe, 
Lo! all the elements unite their force, 
Cer heav'n's broad dark ning front they dreadful frown, 
And let with thun@'ring craſh their fury down, 
Swift o'er the circuit of the trembling "_— 
Burſt the loud bellowing winds tempeſtuous h 
Fierce the vaſt pouring rains as roar, 
Like a huge ocean o'er the ſtreaming ſhore, 
And at dread intervals the thunders found, 
Mark'd by the light'nings flaſh rolls furious round. 
Thus while four ſuns to bring revolving day, 
Wrapt i in thick glooms purſu'd tlleir chearleſs way, 
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And threats with death, with darkneſs, Albion's hoſt; 
And heave the mighty labours to the ground, 
Sweep them from thence, or whelm them in the flood, 
While their chilFd rigours freeze each ſoldier's blood. 
'Thus while dark low'ring fortune frown'd around, 
Still in all-gracious Heav'n he plac'd his truſt, 
For Heav'n he knew muſt fide with one fo juſt; 
Now here, now there, along the ſtormy ſhore, 
Steady he moves thro? all the tempeſts roar, 

Ev'n the child troops that verg d to death's cold reign, 
Rous d by his preſence ſpring to toil again. 

Nobly once more, gainſt all the circling ſtorms, 
He taught the lines to rear their gathering forms, 
He fills the breaches, clears the opening grounds, 
Remounts the guns, completes the tow'ring mounds, 
Tin by the fulneſs of his glorious care, 

| Once more their threat ning fronts ſeem meet for war, 
Straight ſtruck with horror at their dreadful frown, 
A ſudden panic ſeiz d the trembling town, 
A fuppliant herald iſſuing roſe to fight, 
Loudly he blows the echoing trump of peace, 
And ſounds for mercy to the Britiſh race; 


Townſherd 
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Townſhend high gladdening views the fears of France, 
But bids with courteous ſmile her chief advance, 
Into his awful preſence inſtant led, 
The herald haſten'd, md thus humbly faid :— 
Oh ! thou great chief, all England's glorious boalt, 
No more our rage prolongs the dire alarms, 
But yields ſubmiſſive to thy conqu' ring arms, 
Nor can eur awful king's all thovghtiul foul, 
Blame that we bow beneath thy great controul; 
Still to the world cur juit excuſe fuail be, 
That we ſurrender'd to great Wolfe and thee, 
For ſure tis madneſs to oppoſe ſuch worth; 
To calm the rigour of my country's grief, 
But ſuch, oh! let them be as ſuit the brave. 
Fear not, my dauntleſs friend, the chief rejoin'd, 

That &er our ſcornful pride ſhall wound thy mind, 
| Such are the terms thou ſhalt from us receive, 
As ſuit a hoſt like thine that's calmly brave, 
For genuine worth diſdains to ſharpen woe, 


Or load with galling chains a vanquiſh'd foe; 


Know firſt each guilleſs individual here, 
Shall ſtand exempt from all the frowns of war, 
That they ſecure from every pang of ſtrife, 

Shall bold each comfort of their former life, 
Cc2 Each 
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Each righteous ſource of wide unbounded wealth, 
And each pure means of happineſs and health, 
Kor leſs religion round the ſmiling ſhore, 


Shall hold the ſteady courſe ſhe held before; 
Still ſhall her ſons ſecurely ſeek their Cod, 
By the ſame paths they formerly have trod, 
For know Pritannia's ſoul diſdains to war 
With weak, but guiltleſs men, for modes of pray'r; 
But each vat fort in yon exalted town, 

Muft lay ter pride and towering ſtandards down, 
All the huge ſtores that gorge yon towering wall, 
Of cannon, mortars, fulphur, bombs and ball, 
Muſt be furrender'd at my high command, 
To the diſpoſal of my fovereizn's hand; 
Howe'er to ſooth your gricfs, ye ſons of Gaul, 
All martial honcurs ſhall attend your fal, 
Een as you march from out yon conquer'd line, 
Aloft in glory ſhall your ſtandard ſhine, 

High in your front blaze forth your dazzling arms, 
Charg'd as if crown'd for thundering war's alarms, 
Loud echoing trumpets ſhall your courſe proclaim, 
And ſtamp your ſhort diſgrace with marks of fame : 
Theſe, oh! my dauntleſs friend, now foe no more, 
| Theſe are the gentle terms I grant thy ſhore, 

For tho' my ſoul beats high for glory's charms, 

And &en, while worlds applaud my conquering ſtecl, 
I mourn the anguiſh that the vanquiſh'd feel. 


So 
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So ſpoke the God-like chief, the Gaul withdrew, 
And towards the gates with labouring boſom flew, 
Soon as the town had learn'd his fad fucceſs, 
Then to the foe fling wide each opening gate, 
And yield ſubmiſſive to their lowering fate; 
Pour in their ſwarming crouds from all around, 
Wide der walls, turrets, palaces and towers, 
Pritannia's flag its inſtant glory pours, 
Yet tliro' chis thundering joy, with ſmiling ſway, 
Still mild humanity conducts their way, 
Still her calm voice, with ſoft perſuaſive might, 
Controuls the ſallies of their wild delight, 
| Hulds back their ſu ords from every ſanguine blow, 
And ſhi-ids the poor wmhabitants from woe: 
Thus, oh! great Townthend, did thy God-like worth 
Subdue this glory of the weſtern earth, ” 
Thus with mild, temp'rate zeal, thy awful hand 
Crown'd the vaſt wiſkes of thy native land; 
For this great deed thro? all ſucceeding days, 
Wuile warriors deeds ſhall ſhine, or worlds ſhall praiſe, 
High o'er thy brow eternal laurels ſpread, b 
Shall beam vaſt glories round thy ſacred head, 
And ev'n when earth ſhall gripe thy mortal frame, 
Theſe r.atcial.is honcurs ſhall acorn thy lame. 


Cc} Now 
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Now from Quebec, at Townſhend's high command, 
A nimble veſſel ſeeks Britannia's ſtrand, 
There to diſcloſe how fell her darling ſon, 
And what high fame ber conquering arms had won; 
There when arriv'd, round all Britannia's ſhores, 
The joyful news of conqueſt ſwift ſhe pours, 
Soon as the realm had learn'd that haughty Gaul, 
Beneath her conqu ring chief had deign'd to fall, 
Riſe to wild joy, and breathe a gladdning found ; 
But when at length a pauſe of loud acclaim, 
Time to the rapture of the · land to tell, 
How in the ſequel her brave hero fell, 
Inſtant dark glooms involve all Albion's race, 
Tears of regret pour forth from ev'ry eye, 
And clouds of woe ſucceed to ſmiles of joy; 
Pitt, tho fage wiſdom ever filFd his mind, 
Like a mere mortal in their anguiſh join'd, 
Much tho” he joy'd that humbled was proud Gaul, 
Much was his forrow for his friend's ſad fall; 
Slow, where his monarch holds his awful feat, 
| Now mord the woe-rapt guardian of the ſtate, 
Him at his council-board ferene he found, 
With crowds of glitt'ring courtiers rang'd around, 
Still his great ſoul, intent on what may beſt, 
Tend to ſecure his much-lov'd Albion bleſt, 


Joyful 
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The fage controuler of the pride of France, 
Rous'd at the fight his kindling fpirits riſe, 
And youthful gleams flaſh o'er his aged eyes, 
But on his viſage, when he fees expreſs'd 
Straight with a ſmile he greets the God-like man, 
Say, my good friend, thou prop of Albion's throne, | 
Say, from what ſource breaks forth this ſtruggling 
Say, what wild varying cares thus paint thy eye, 


No in ſuch figns of grief, and now of joy; 


Say, and if aught thy fov'reign's hand can do, 
Long theſe ſtrange cares ſhall not o'erbucthen you. 
To whom the woe-rapt miniſter rejoin'd, 

My lord, no private griets diſturb my mind, 
To my lov'd country, and to thee my king ; 
Quebec has ſunk beneath our conqu'ring pow'rs, 
And all the vaſt Canadian tracts are ours. 

Praiſe to thy heav'nly care, the monarch cries, 
O! thou all gracious Lord, all juſt and wile, 
Praiſe to thy boundleſs vaſt Almighty Pow'r, 
That crowns my every hope in this bleſs'd hour, 
Now to thy awful throne with ſmiles Fd go, 
Since my lov'd Albion's land has cruſh'd her foe ; 


But 
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But ſay thou beſt good man, that heav'n could give, 
Does the great leader of our army live ? 
To meet the recompence of deeds fo great? 
And raiſe him ſimiling oer the envious earth. 
No, my lov'd prince, no more, the ſtateſman faid, 
No more ſhall kingly gifts adorn his head, 
FalPn is our chief beneath foul Death's cold hand, 
A brave, brave victim, for his native land; | 
Whole mou:nful months he toif'd with craſeleſs care, 
While worlds of frowning dangers check'd the war, 
Till by his conftant, ſteady zeal at length, 
He gave a fatal blow to Gallia's ſtrength, 
Then with a glorious ſmile he met grim death, 
And in brigiu vict'ry's arms reſign'd his breath. 
Wolle, art thou gone, the ſtartled monarch cries, 
While a fwiſt tear burſts o'er his aged eyes? | 
Gone if thou art, if thou indeed art flain, 
All, all my dear-bouzht victories are vain; 
Triumphs then hence, on me unwiſh'd ye fall, 
Wolfe, whom Pve loſt, was more than worth ye all, 
Vic ries and fame, ant Glory's much-fought charms, 
Chance ne'er could fail ſome times to give our arms; 
But, O! one chief, one God-like chief like thee, 
Ages may ſeek in vain, but ne'er ſhalt fee, 
Thou vert undaunted, gei'rous, brave and juſt, 
True to thy {ov reign, ſaithlul to thy trait, 


Yet 
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Yet calm and nobly free thou held'ſt thy foul, 

Nor meanly yielded to each baſe controul. 

Reaſon alone thou would'ſt, untry'd, obey, 

And ſcorn'd each earthly power that mock'd her ſway, 

Heav'n knows how much I priz'd a work thus great, 

Beyond the flaviſh ſycophants of ſtate ; 

But fince, O! gen'rous Pitt, all-ruling Heavin 

Has to foul Death's cold doom our champion giv'n, 

Let to his great remains our cares be juſt, 

And ſhow'r their fondneſs on his much-lov'd duſt, 

A fad lamenting monument ariſe, 

How for his much-lov'd land he bravely fell, 

Nor fhall the great ſurviving chief depart | 
Without an off ring from my thankful heart; 
Townſhend who, chearful as the ſmiles of May, 
Light, lively, graceful, affable and gay, 

| Lumes with bright ſparkling wit the jccund ring, 
And ſhines of focial mirth the ſprightly king; 
Yet, who, when glory calls him from afar, 
Can rife with equal ſtrength to fhine in war, 
And ruſh undaunted to the fields of arms, 
Then on Fame's tow'ring wing outſtrip the flight, 
Of chiefs whoſe ev'ry thought was giv'n to fight, 
He ſhall, I fay, from out our high regard, 

Meet for his God-like deeds a great reward, 
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Titles of glorious ſound his name ſhall grace, 
And ſpread vaſt honours o'er his future race. 
But go, my friend, leſt wide o'erwhelming woe 
Should fink the ſpirits of this land too low, 
Go and command each clamorous fign of joy, 
At our vaſt fame Oer all the realm to fly, 
That drowns the nation for her late loſt chief, 
Great Pitt, his ſovereign's mandate to obey, 
. 


nn 
Swift at the word bright joy expanding wide 
Pours thro? the land her all- O erwhelming tide, 

At her loud call huge bellowing cannons roar, 
Their ſhouts in thunders o'er the echoing ſhore, 
And chime the raptures in harmonious found ; 

In pouring rays burſts forth a blaze of light, 

That gilds with countleſs ſuns the ſhades of night, 
That ſhowering round a flood of glorious day, 
 Drowns the faint paleneſs of the lunar ray; 

But vain, alas! are all theſe pageants found, 

All theſe proud ſhews of joy that flame around, 
Pale and wide faddening o'er the nation's ſoul, 
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And turns loud ſhouts of joy to fhricks of grief. 
Meanwhile Conftantia, in the arms of reſt, 
Yields to ſweet vifions all her thoughtleſs breaſt, 
Light o'er her heart in flattring ſmiles they roll, 
Nor bring one boding to alarm her foul; 
Soon as great Wolfe to war's fel! clime had flown, 
In rural fcenes th-'4 fought a calm retreat, 
Far from the hat-fu} pomp of noiſy ſtate, | Fi 
There with fad lonely grief her fate to mourn 
And figh in ceaſeleſs tears till Wolfe's return, 
Studious of nought but fad Conſtantia flew, 
To charm her griefs, and rouſe her from deſpair, 
For hoary years full well her foul had taught 
How vain, how fatas melancholy thought, 
Here all the charms that Nature's ſmiles ſupply, 
Soft op'ning bloom'd to pleaſe the penfive eye, 
Wide round the dome, in fair aſcending rows, 
Gardens of graceful trees their ſhades diſcloſe, 
On whoſe gay waving boughs, in golden hue, 
Autumn diſplays her rip'ning ſtores to view, 
Soft o'er the ſhady ſpace that lies below, 
Thouſands of ſmiling flow'rs gay varying glow, 
All that expanded Autumn brings to cheer, 
The bleom-deck' d burial of the parting year; 


Calm 
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Bright on the mirror of whoſe cryſtal tide 
Shine all the bending trees in graceful pride. 
Now from her ſaffron bed the morn aroſe, + 
And ope a paſſage for the glorious tide, 
Swift, at the chearful ſummons of the ſkies, 
All the wak'd fons of earth in crowds ariſe, 
Beaſts, birds and inſefts, o'er the dewy phin, 
All from their nightly haunts now teem away, 
To hail the glories of the rifing day; 
Wak'd from the flow'ry vale of fweet repoſe, 
Straight with rous'd nature fair Conſtantia roſe, 
Forth to the ſun's bright cheer ſhe penſive moves, 
To take her uſual ſaunter thro the groves, 

$iace that dark day when Wolfe forfook her arms, 
Life's ſweets to barter for vain glory's charms, 
Still was ſhe wont at dawn to wander o'er 

Each ſhade, each arbor, trod by him before, 

For there her dear loſt Wolfe once bleſt her fight, 
And there ev'n ſtill the finds a fad delight; 

Soon as her morning p'lgrimage ſhe ends, 

Back to the dome her muſing ſteps ſhe bends, 
Here, when arriv'd with cauſeleſs fears oppreſt, 
She feels ſtrange bodings riſing to ker breaſt, 


Soon 
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Soon as the gates their op'ning folds uncloſe, 
 Cleams of bright joy flaſh o'er her aged eyes, 
And thus with ſwift and flutt' ring voice ſhe cries :— 
Come, O my child, thou pride of heav'n's ſweet charms ! 
Come to thy fond, thy joyful mother's arms, 
Come for thy Wolfe, yes Wolfe, my love, een he 
Soon gives that name, that tender name to thee, 
He is all glorious, God-like, as he ought, 


He has o'erwhelm'd the pride of haughty Gaul, 
And taught her towns—her great Montcalm to fall, 
And now he comes all crown'd with glory's charms, 
To bleſs our dear, our long expecting arms; 

Juſt now the glad@ning tidings reach'd my ear, 
And much it joys me that I've found thee here. 
Rapid as light theſe grateful ſounds impart, 

Quick tides of joy to fair Conſtantia's heart, 


Thus with a wild and flutt'ring voice ſhe faid :— 


Now thou art kind, paſt kind, all gracious heav'n, 
Now to my hope thou'ſt ev'ry rapture giv'n, 
Shall I once more with Wolfe's lov'd ſight be bleſt, 
Shall I once more in his fond arms be preſt ? 
Avaunt, ye griefs, ye woes that frown'd before! 
Wolfe is return'd, and all my woes are ger. 

-"- "0 But, 
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But, O my mother, thou much honour'd dame, 
Pardon that thus I rave with wild delight, 
Sure I muſt joy when Wolfe's to bleſs my fight, 
If &er thy boſom felt a blifs divine, 
Thou wilt not blame the joy that raves in mine, 
Since that fad day, when he at Fame's command 
Forfook his promis'd bride, his native land, 
Still did thy tender care, all fweetly kind, 
Watch o'er each rifing anguiſh of my mind, 
Toil this fad brow to cheer with ſmiles of thine, 
Veiling thy ev'ry grief to ſoften mine, 
For this when my dear lord ſhall ſoon return, 
And I thy then bleſs'd child ſhall ceaſe to mourn 3 
To gild with peace thy dear declining age, 
My ev'ry deed ſhall move but by thy will, 
And thy fouls pleaſure be my tranſport ftill. 
Scarce had ſhe ſpoke when lo! diffolv'd in tears, 
All breathlefs pale a meſſenger appears, 
Soon on his viſage their ſtunn'd eyes ſwift roll, 
They fee the grief fierce lab'ring in his ſoul, 


Seem for the dreadful fecret loud to call; 

Long time, by mild humanity repreſt, 

At length like thunder to their ears he ſpoke, 

And from his lips Wolfe's fate tremendous broke ; 
Daſh'd 
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Daſh'd for a while in ſadly dumb amaze, 
Frantic in ſpeechleſs agonies they gaze, 
Then with loud fhricks Conſtantia flings around, 
Plunges to earth, and tears the guiltleſs ground, 
Cruil'd by the weight of grief's enormous might, 
Now, in a ſwoon, ſhe fick'ning ſinks to night, | 
Now, with loud ſcreams, revives to all her pain, 

Then ſcreaming ſwoons, and wakes, and ſwoons again ; 
Straight from the earth ſhe's madly ſeen to riſe, 
While thus with wild and frantic voice ſhe cries :— 
Gone, art thou gone, thou ſource of all delight 
Thou pride, thou joy, thou glory of my fight; 

And haſt thou left me, left me here alone? 

Times there once were, blefs'd times that mock'd at 
Thou wouldit not pain thy poor Conftantia fo, 

Then thou wouldſt joy to meet theſe cager arms, 
Nor fly from love to Glory's curit, curſt charms : 
Yet tho' thou'rt ſnatelꝰd thus cruct from my fight, 
Grief ſoon ſhall teach me to attend thy flight, 

Soon will I drag the pitileſs tyrant death, 
And force his hand to flop tivs hateful Lreath ; 
Then will I baſk, in ſpite of all my pain, 
In the lov'd ſunſhine of thy eyes again, 
Whelm'd in the potence of its dread controul, 
Since the firſt ſhock of grict Materna's ſoul 

Dd2 In 
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In a dark cloud of ſtupefaction lay, 

Reaſon at length returning to her mind, 

Till on her knees the falls with pious care, 

Oh, thou all righteous, pure, prime ſource of peace, 
Thou kind, kind foother of our hapleſs race, 
Oh! let thy pitying ear now mild incline 
To an- unbounded grief, a grief like mine : 
Oh! let thy heavenly grace its ſhield impart, 
To brave the numerous ſtings that rend my heart; 
Wolfe I have loft, a fon, whoſe tender care 
„ 


And I to ruthleſs anguith left a prey; 
Where can my foul, oh! then for fuccour flee * 
Where but, all-healing Piety, to thee, 

"Tis but in thee, ſweet Piety, Ell find, 

A ſoft, a ſoothing balm to calm my mind; 
Then, oh kind Heaven, ſend down this gracious gueſt | 
To fmile fweet comfort on my tortured breaft. 
As thro? dark faddening clouds the fun from high, 
Burſts with ſerening beams, and chears the ſky, 
So thro the diſmal gloom that wrapt her ſoul, 
From Heaven's all-pitying ſmile aſk't comforts roll, 
Swift Oer her cheeks a bright'ning calm is ſpread, 
Caſe, 
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his ſtorm of grief ſorego, 

oy Login rn 
for ſhame, diſpel * 

ä 4+ garage : 

Ha he bar n beneath te eee 

„„ indeed, 


ee | 
ſigh, ſhould weep, ſhould 


he funk all cron wich Glory's charms 
ED e life he's graſp'd at fame, 
ee eee 
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1 had a tender lord, kind, faithful, 
I had a gentle, fond, and duteous child, 4 
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* * ſweet comforts o'er my tranquil | 
3 my dear lov'd lord from me was torn, 
Ant nic fd wes wa Ke cn. 
2 id my darling ſon my woes aſſuage, : 
1 black deſpair my AS age 
= „ch fate! Pm friendleſs, * 
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Vet fee, my child, for ſuch ab ! ſtill thou art, 
Grief has not rent this poor afflifted heart, 
See even ſtill my foul can bear to live, 
And ſmiling meet what heaven is pleas'd to give. 
Ceaſe, ceafe, my child, then ceaſe this fruitleſs grief, 
Come, like thy tender mother, ſeek relief, 
Think, think how vain, how fruitleſs tis to mourn, 
When the-dear friend we weep muſt ne'er return, 
Like me reſort to Piety's fair charms, 
And Joſe thy forrows in ber gentle arms, 
There when thy penſtv- for! ſhall ſeek relief, 
Thow't find the healing balm for all thy grief, 
And there thou'it find mat we ſhould meekly {till 
Bear whate'er comes fr:m Heav'n's Almighty will. 
As a fair landſcape which a ftorm's black low'r, 
Late wrapt in darxneſs and involv'd all o'er, 
When the bright fun penrs forth his conqu'ring light, 
Breaks from the gloom once more and ſprings to fight, 
While all diſorder'd feem its trees and flow'rs, 
Marr'd by the preſſure of the new faiPn ſhow'rs, 
Thus when Materna's voice, with ſweet controul, 
Stit'd the fierce tempeſt in Conſtantia's ſoul, 
Freed from the wilder whirlings of deſpair, 
Straight ſhe affumes a fadly tranquil air, 
And while in the deep languor ſinks her mind, 
Thus to Materna ſhe with fighs rejoin'd :;— 
Yes, thou ſweet ſoothing ſoul, for thy kind care, 
EI ſeek to free this break from foul deſpair, 
| Yes, 
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Yes, at thy kind requeſt Pll ceaſe to mourn, 
Tho? my lov'd dear loſt Wolfe muſt ncer return; 
Oh, my lov'd Wolfe, at that once charming found, 
Again my ſtruggling foul's in anguiſh drown'd, 
Again with keen, keen pangs, my heart is torn, 
And all my weak refolves to air are borne, 

Thou wert all faithful, ſpotleſs, pure of mind, 
Thou wert all gentle, gen'rous, ſoft and kind, 
Tho” thy great ſoul llam d high in Glory's charms, 
How wouldſt thou ſmile in try Conſtantia's arms, 
Here thou wert yielding, mild, compliant, all, 
Mild as thou ne'er hadſt rous'd at Glory's call; 
But now, alas ! thou'rt laid on Death's cold bier, 
And I am friendlefs, left dejected here, 

Sunk, ſunk thou art, bencath foul War's alarms, 
And nought but endleſs grief muſt fill theſe arms; 

But if thy ſhade can wander from above, 

Ah! come, and calm my griefs, come ſoothe my love, 
With watchful care ſtill hover o'er my head, 
And as you lov'd me living, guard me dead. 

But fince, Materna, 'tis thy fond requeſt, 

ru ſeek from keener woes to free my breaſt, 

Still to my God my conſtant pray'r ſhall riſe, 
Still will I ſue him with my tears and ſighs, 
This poor rent ſoul from frenzy to defend; 
Here in this calm retreat let us ſtill dwell, 
For ſure ſuch calm beſits ſuck ſorrow well, 
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Here in this peaceful ſolitude let's ſtay, 

And weep in mutual tears our pangs away, 
We, in the lap of forrow, find repoſe. 
Then, in abhorrence of deteſted day, 

She to a dark apartment bends her way, 
There on congenial glooms to feaſt her eyes, 
And pine her mournful days in endleſs fighs, 
Far from the hateful world indulge in woes, 
Till the kind hand of Death ſhall bring repoſe. 
Soon fage Materna, urg'd by anxious pain, 
Purſues Conſtantia to Afﬀiction's reign, 

| She tries to calm the anguiſh of her heart; 

Yet, while ſhe ſpeak, her own fad brows reſume 
A deeply penſive melancholy gloom ! 
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nity; nor is it to be wondered at, that they ſeldom 


ed a number of maſters for the purpoſe of forming 2 
ſelves, but alſo contribute to the honour and advance- 
ment of letters. The title of the Abecedarian Society 

ing been as conſonant to the inſtitution, 
a general ballot ſucceeded ; a prefident and treaſurer 
were elected, and a ſecretary appointed to note their 
proceedings; it was then unanimouſly reſolved, in- 
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to make by-laws; provided always, ſuch by- 
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— 4 an eftabliſhed teacher, in a 


of candidates for admiſhon, the 


moſt likely to be acquainted with the cha- 


pretenſions | 
right of balloting (except for honorary members) ſhall 


de veſted in them onl 


th. That as the profeſhonal members are, from 


_ rafters and 


by the officers and committee, to 
be regulated according to the fituation and character 


ſhall be determined 
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FORM OF THE PROXY. 


I hereby appoint A. B. Schook-maſter, my Proxy, 


to vote for me and in my name, on the day of | 


Given under my hand this 
Signed, n 
13th. That diſtreſſed teachers, who, for faticfaftory 


ee 
venthelels be confidered, and receive a ſuitable 


day of 


| exo backs ache inflance of two dodorary 
who have been ſubſcribers the ſtipulated term, and 
| have not before recommended. 
14th. rr 
when their names ſhall be inſerted in the 
books, without fanher ſubſcription, and producing 
| proper certificates of their diſcharged faith- 
fully their duties for the ſpace of five years, 
| ſhall be entitled to the and aſſiſtance of 
this ſociety, «ena antral. cu 


Fe. That, to accommodate country 2s well 28 

Ds orgs yr grate at the 
Exchange, or elſewhere, as ſhall be found moſt eligi- 
ble; inter wo he raakfics heatwern the hows 
_ of feven amd ten clock in the evening—nine mem- 


and funds of the ſociety, 
9 ſhall be referred to 
the at large, duly fummones for the 

17th. part of the fund of the ſociety, or of the 
intereſt thenee accruing, except what may be necelſary 
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ſor the contingent expences, w: e 
paper, printing, and t like be diſtributed or 
encroacked upon, till it amount to the ſum of One 
Thoufand Pounds fterling, on the attainment of which 
| a power is reſerved, to apply the intereſt, or a part 
thereof, to the purpoſe of the inititution ;; to the end 
dhe reſet may wot be 100 long wit hel from the ne 
ceſſitous: and all intereſt, ſubſeriptions, do- 
nations, or other rar by what means ſoever, 
ſhall be added to the ſaid fum of One Thouſand Pounds, 
and put out to the beſt till the fame ſhall 
accumulate to the farther ſum of One Thouſand Pounds 
IN r_ cy gg 
form the capital ſtock of this 
n 
Per annum to the uſes of the inſtimĩon, never to be 
| . toon agg Ace] 
ing ſub and other contingencies, it is 
wilt anſwer the humane purpoſes of this affociation. 
28th. That the money arifing from ſubſcriptions, or 
from whatever ſource ſhall be without delay 


in one of the banks of this city; the caſhier of the 
Bank to have one key, and three truſtees annually cho- 
ſen from the body ſeverally to hold an nyo 
the ſame. No truſtee or his key or 
a expulſion. . - 

zgth. That no money ſhall be diſtributed by the 
treaſurer, but by order of the ſociety. meal: 

20th. That the prefident ſhall have a diſcretionary 
power to ſummon the ſociety occaliottally, and, in 
cafes of emergency, to lay a fine, not exceeding half 
%% 
attendance. 


S4MUEL Warts, Prefident and Treaſurer. 
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Abecedarians, relying on the liberal charac- 
age, and their own evident diſinte- 


r 
* die in behalf ' 
Sens hats e 
nature and uni of their labours, are entitled to 


community. To that ſource the moſt conſpicuous 
characters are greatly indebted for their ſuperiority, 


ing 2 contribution from each would anſwer the ends 
propoſed. Thoſe who arc already eſtabliſhed in the 


profeſſion, and enjoy the well-carned fruits of their 
induſtry, will not tur 

and young 

the arduous taſk, 


reflecting 
ſideration of its being in their power, at a ſmall an- 
nual expence, to leſſen the miſeries to which their 


The beſt School Education which can be procured ſeldom 
ſtands the parent altogether in fif y 22 diſburſed in a 
courſe of years by petty intiallments ; for the molt part fearcely 
a mulety of that tum; not an apprentice-fce to a common me- 
cChanic, and not one half of that, deducting the neceſſary and 

certain 1 — of rent, uſhers, ſervants, repairs, &c. &c. 16 
mains to the teacher M hat an inadequate conſideration far 
2 matter of fuch conſequence ! 
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ttemtions; for then it muſt have had a 
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wives and children may be expoſed. The few who 
are enabled to bequeath wealth to thoſe they leave 


eon 3 Dag" 
quires, by coneduting 1th rele ofthe amis of 

leſs fortunate brethren, and others not of the 
| benefits they derived from it, will by means 
3 — 
FE Ob tion hed born founded er 


PO ly hana gr pe or, En had been * 
do tate he follen ic 
and children not in want of aſſiſtance ; and in others, 
relief could not have been to the degree 


proportioned 
of real diſtreſs, which is the peculiar object of this 


Should the plan be found deſective in its conſtruc- 
tion, or unſuitable to the magnitude of its object, let 
that be no hindrance to the charity of the well-dif- 
poſed. The promoters of it are not ſo wedded to any 
as to ſhut their eyes to improvement. They 

have attempted only to lay à foundation, — ae will 
adopt ſuch meaſures as may render the ſuper- 
+ more fecure, complete, and permanent. 

CF Since this Account of the Society's Proceedings went 

to proſe the Lonp Ch] I Baron has honoured it with 
the eee 
Public that be will moſt heartily concur with his brethren 
of the law to give it due countenance and ſupport, as being 


unexceftionably a lauduble ae 


many caſes to widows | . 
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